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CHAPTER I. 

Earnes’d Skeleton Closet. 

The demise of Lady Kew of course pnt a stop for 
a wMle to tlie matrimonial projects so interesting to 
to house of Newcome. Hymen blew liis torch out, 
put it into the cupboard for use on a future day, and 
'Exchanged his garish saffron coloured robe for decent 
temporary moui’iiing. Charles Honeyman improved 
the occasion at Lady Whittlesea’s chapel hard by; 
and *M)eatli at the Festival’’ was one of his most 
thrilling sermons; reprinted at the request of some of 
the congregation. There were those of his flock, espe- 
cially a pair whose quarter of the fold was the organ- 
loft, who were always charmed with the piping of that 
melodious pastor. 

Shall we too, while the cofSn yet rests on the outer 
earth’s surface, enter the chapel whither these void re- 
mains of our dear sister departed are borne by the 
smug undertaker’s gentlemen, and pronounce an elegy 
over that bedizened box of corruption? When the 
young are stricken down, and their roses nipped in 
an hour by the destroying blight, even the stranger 
can sympathize, who counts the scant years on the 
fhe Newcomes, IV* 1 
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grave-stone, or reads the notice m the newspaper 
corner. The contrast forces itself on you. A fair 
young creature, bnglit and blooming yesterday, distri- 
buting smiles, levying homage, inspiring desire, con- 
scious of her power to charm, and gay with the 
natural enjoyment of her conquests — who in Ms 
walk through the world has not looked on many such 
a one; and, at the notion of her sudden call away 
from beauty, triumph, pleasure; her helpless outcries 
during her short pain 5 her vain pleas for a little re- 
spite; her sentence, and its execution; has not felt a 
shock of pity? When the days of a long life come 
to its close, and a white head sinks to rise no more, 
we bow our own with respect as the mourning train 
passes, and salute the heraldry and devices of yonder 
pomp, as symbols of age, wisdom, deserved respect and 
merited honour; long experience of suffering and actionr 
The wealth he may have achieved is the harvest 
which he sowed; the titles on his hearse, fruits of the 
field he bravely and laboriously wrought in. But to 
live to fourscore years, and be found dancing among 
the idle virgins! to have had near a century of allotted 
time, and then be called away from the giddy notes 
of a Mayfair fiddle! To have to yield your roses too, 
and then drop out of the bony clutch of your old 
fingers a wreath that came from a Parisian band-box! 
One fancies around some graves unseen troops of 
mourners waiting; many and many a poor pensioner 
trooping to the place; many weeping charities; many 
kind actions; many dear friends beloved and deplored, 
rising up at the toll of that bell to follow the honour- 
ed hearse; dead parents waiting above, and calling, 
^‘Come, daughter!’’ lost children, heaven’s foundlings, 
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Iiovering round like clierubim, and wMspeiing “Wel- 
come, motlier!” Here is one wko reposes after a long 
feast wkere no lore has been; after girlhood without 
kindly maternal nurture; marriage without affection; 
matronhood without, its precious griefs and joys; after 
fourscore years of lonely vanity. Let us take off our 
hats to that procession too as it passes, admiring the 
different lots awarded to the children of men, and the 
various usages to which Heaven puts its creatures. 

' Leave we yonder velvet-palled box, spangled with 
^ fantastic heraldry, and containing within the aged 
slough and envelope of a soul gone to render its ac- 
count. Look rather at the living audience standing 
round the shell; — the deep grief on Barnes hTewcome’s 
fine countenance; the sadness depicted in the face of 
4be most noble the Marquis of Farintosh; the sym- 
pathy of her ladyship’s medical man (who came in the 
third mourning carriage); better than these, the awe, 
and reverence, and emotion, exhibited in the kind face 
of one of the witnesses of this scene, as he listens to 
those words which the priest re-heartes over our dead. 
What magnificent words! what a burning faith, what 
a glorious triumph; what a heroic life, death, hope, 
they record! They are read over all of us alike; as 
the sun shines on just and unjust. We have all of us 
heard them; and I have fancied for my part, that they 
fell and smote like the sods on the coffin. 

The ceremony over, the undertaker’s gentlemen 
clamber on the roof of the vacant hearse, into which 
palls, tressels, trays of feathers, are inserted, and the 
horses break out into a trot, and the empty carriages, 
expressing the deep grief of the deceased lady’s 
friends, depart homeward. It is remarked that Lord 
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Kew liardlj lias any commimi cation witli Iiis cotisiii, 
Sir Barnes ISTewcome. His lordsliip jumps into a cab, 
and goes to the railroad. Issuing from the cemetery, 
the Marquis of Farintosh hastily orders that thing to 
be taken off his hat, and returns to town in his 
brougham, smoking a cigar. Sir Barnes Newcome 
rides in the hirougham beside Lord Farintosh as far as 
Oxford Street, where he gets a cab, and goes to the 
City. For business is business, and must he attended 
to, though grief he ever so severe. ^ ^ ^ ' 

A very short time previous to her demise, Mr. Eood r 
(that was Mr. Eood — that other little gentleman in 
black, who shared the third mourning coach along 
with her ladyship’s medical man) had executed a will 
by ■which almost all the Countess’s property was de- 
vised to her grand-daughter, Ethel New come. Eady^ 
Kew’s decease of course delayed the marriage projects ^ 
for a while. The young heiress returned to her mo- 
ther’s house in Park Lane. I daresay the deep mourn- 
ing habiliments in which the domestics of that establish- 
ment appeared, were purchased but of the funds left 
In his hands, which Ethel’s banker and brother had at 
her disposal. 

Sir Barnes Newcome, who was one of the trustees 
of his sister’s property, grumbled no doubt because 
bis grandmother had bequeathed to him but a paltry 
recompense of five hundred pounds for his pains and 
trouble of trusteeship; but his manner to Ethel was 
extremely bland and respectful: an heiress now, and 
to be marchioness in a few months, Sir Barnes treated 
• her with a very different regard to that which he was 
accustomed to show to other members of his family. 
For wliile this worthy baronet would contradict his 
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mother at every word she uttered, and take no pains 
to disguise his o|)inion that Lady Anne’s intellect was 
of the very poorest order, he would listen deferentially 
to Ethel’s smallest observations, exert himself to 
amuse her under her grief, which he chose to take for 
granted was very severe, visit her constantly, and 
show the most charming solicitude for her general 
comfort and welfare. 

During this time my wife received constant notes 
•from Ethel ISTewcome, and the intimacy between the 
two ladies much increased. Laura was so unlike the 
women of Ethel’s circle, the young lady was pleased 
to say, that to be with her was Ethel’s greatest com- 
fort Miss Neweome was now her own mistress, had 
her carriage, and would drive day after day to our 
cottage at Richmond. The frigid society of Lord 
Farintosh’s sisters, the conversation of his mother, did 
not amuse Ethel, and she escaped from both with her 
usual impatience of control. She was at home every 
day dutifully to receive my Lord’s visits, but though 
she did not open her mind to Laura as freely regard- 
ing the young gentleman as she did when the cha- 
racter and disposition of her future mother and sisters- 
in-law was the subject of their talk, I could see, from 
the grave look of commiseration which my wife’s face 
bore after her young friend’s visits, that Mrs. Pendennis 
augured rather ill of the future happiness of this be- 
trothed pair. Once, at Miss Newcome’s special re- 
quest, I took my wife to see her in Park Lane, where 
the Marquis of Farintosh found us. His Lordship and 
I had already a half acquaintance, which was not, 
however, improved after my regular presentation to 
him by MissJSFewcome: he scowled at me with a coun- 
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tenance indicative of anything bnt welcome $ and did 
not seem in the least more pleased when Ethel en- 
treated her friend Laura not to take her bonnet, not 
to think of going away so soon. She came to see iis 
the very next day, stayed much longer with us than 
usual, and returned to town quite late in the evening, 
in spite of the entreaties of the inhospitable Laura, 
who would have had her leave us long before. “I am 
sure,” says clear-sighted Mrs. Laura, “she is come out 
of bravado, and after we went away yesterday thak 
there were words between her and Lord Earintosh on^ 
our account.” 

“Confound the young man,” breaks out Mr. Pen- 
dennis in a fume; “what does he mean by his insolent 
airs?” 

“He may think we are partisans de r autre says 
Mrs. Pendennis, with a smile first, and a sigh after- , 
wards, as she said “poor Clive.” 

“Do you ever talk about Clive?” asks the husband. 

“ISTever. Once, twice perhaps, in the most natural 
manner in the world, we mentioned where he is; but 
nothing further passes* The subject is a sealed one 
between us. She often looks at his drawings in my 
album, (Clive had drawn our baby there and its 
mother in a great variety of attitudes) and gazes at 
his sketch of his dear old father: but of him she never 
says a word.” 

“So it is best,” says Mr. Pendennis, 

“Yes — best,” echoes Laura with a sigll, 

“You think, Laura,” continues the husband, “You 
think she — ” 

“She what?” What did Mr. Pendennis meaxi? 
Laura his wife certainly understood him, though upon 
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mj conscience the sentence went no further — for she 
answered at once, 

“Yes — I think slie certainly did, poor hoy- But 
that, of course, is over now: and Ethel, though she 
cannot help being a worldly woman, has such firm- 
ness and resolution of character, that if she has once 
determined to conquer any inclination of that sort I 
am sure she will master it, and make Lord Farintosh 
a very good wife,” 

' “Since the Coloners quarrel with Sir Barnes,” 
' cries Mr. Pendennis, adverting by a natural transition 
from Ethel to her amiable brother, “our banking 
friend does not invite us any more: Lady Clara sends 
you no cards. I have a great mind to withdraw my 
account.” 

^ Laura, who understands nothing about accounts, 
did not perceive the fine mony of this remark: but her 
face straightway put on the severe expression which it 
chose to assume whenever Sir Barnes’s family was 
mentioned, and she said, “My dear Arthur, I am very 
glad indeed that Lady Clara sends ua no more of 
her invitations. You know very well why I disliked 
them.” , , 

“Why?” ' ; 

“I hear baby crying,” says Laura. 0 Laura, 
Laura! how could you tell your husband such a fib? 
— and she quits the room without deigning to give 
any answer to that “Why.” 

Let us pay a brief visit to Newcome in the North 
of England, and there we may get soihe answer to the 
question of which Mr. Pendennis had just in vain asked 
a reply from his wife. My design does not include 
a description of that great and flourishing town of 
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; . Newcome, and of tlie manufactures wliicli caused its 

prosperity; but only admits of the introduction of 
those Ne'^vcomites who are concerned in the affairs of 
the family which has given its respectable name to 
these volumes. 

Thus in previous pages we have said nothing about 
the Mayor and Corporation of KewcomCj the rnagnih- 
cent bankers and manufacturers who had their places 
of business in the town, and their splendid villas out- 
side its smoky precincts; people who would give their ’ 
thousand guineas for a picture or a statue, and write ^ 
you off a cheque for ten times the amount any day; 
people who if there was talk of a statue to the Queen 
or the Duke, would come down to the Town All and 
subscribe their one, two, three undred apiece (especial” 
ly if in the neighbouring city of Slowcome they were 
putting up a statue to the Duke or the Queen) — not . 
of such men have I spoken, the magnates of the 
place; but of the humble Sarah Mason in Jubilee 
Bow — of the Beverend Dr. Buiders the Vicar, Mr. 
Vidler the apothecary, Mr. Puff the baker — of Tom 
Potts the jolly reporter of the “hTewcome Indepen- 
dent,” and — Batters, Esq., the proprietor of that 
journal — persons with whom our Mends have had 
already, or will be found presently to have, some con- 
nexion. And it is from these that we shall arrive at 
some particulars regarding theHewcome family, which 
will show us that they have a skeleton or two in their 
closets, as well as their neighbours. 

How, how will you have the story? Worthy mammas 
of families — if you do not like to have your daugh- 
ters told that bad husbands will make bad wives; that 
marriages begun in indifference make homes unhappy; 
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that men whom girls are brought to swear to love and 
honour, are sometimes false, selfish, and cruel, and 
that women forget the oaths which they have been 
made to swear — if you will not hear of this, ladies, 
close the book, and send for some other. Banish the 
newspaper out of your houses, and shut your eyes to 
the truth, the awful truth, of life and sin. Is the world 
made of Jennies and Jessamies; and passion the play 
of schoohboys and school-girls, scribbling valentines 
and interchanging lollipops? Is life all over when 
Jenny and Jessamy are married; and are there no 
subsequent trials, griefs, wars, bitter heart-pangs, 
dreadful temptations, defeats , remorses , sufferings to 
bear, and dangers to overcome"? As you and I, friend, 
kneel with our children round about us, prostrate be- 
fore the Father of us all, and asking mercy for miser- 
able sinners, are the young ones to suppose the words 
are mere form, and don’t apply to us? — to some 
outcasts in the free seats probably, or those naughty 
boys playing in the church-yard? Are they not to 
know that we err too, and pray with all our hearts to 
be rescued from temptation? If such a knowledge is 
wrong for them, send them to church apart. Go you 
and worship in private; or if not too proud, kneel 
humbly in the midst of them, owning your wrong, and 
praying Heaven to he merciful to you a sinner. 

When Barnes Hewcome became the reigning Prince 
of the Newcome family, and after the first agonies of 
grief for his father’s death had subsided, he made 
strong attempts to conciliate the principal persons in 
the neighbourhood, and to render himself popular in 
the borough. He gave handsome entertainments to 
the townsfolk and to the country gentry; he tried even 
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to bring those two warring classes together. He en« 
deayoiired to be civil to the ‘^l^ewcome Independent,” 
the Opposition paper, as well as to the “IS^ewcome 
Sentinel,” that true old Uncompromising Blue. He 
asked the dissenting clergyman to dinner, and the low 
church clergyman, as well as the orthodox Doctor 
Bulders and his curates. He gave a lecture at the 
Hewcome Athenasum, which everybody said was very 
amusing, and which “Sentinel” and “Independent” 
Imth agreed in praising. Of course he subscribed to 
that statue which the Newcomites were raising; to the 
philanthropic missions which the Keverend Low Church 
gentlemen were engaged in; to the races (for the 
young Hewcoznite manufacturers are as sporting gents 
as any in the Horth), to the hospital, the People’s 
Library, the restoration of the rood screen, and th^ 
great painted window in Hewcome Old Church (Eev. 
J. Bulders), and he had to pay in fine a most awful 
price for his privilege of sitting in Parliament as re- 
presentative of his native place as he called it in 
Ms speeches “the cradle of his forefathers, the home 
of his race,” &c., though Barnes was in fact born at 

• ' Lady Clara could not in the least help this yonng 

; i statesman in his designs upon Newcome and the New- 

;f| comites. After she came into Barnes’s hands, a dread- 

|j fill weight fell upon her. She would smile and simper 

|i Mndly and gaily enough at first, during Sir 

|i Bryan’s life; and among women, irfien Barnes was not 

|i present. But as soon as he joined the company, it 

li was remarked that his wife became silent, and looked 

i: towards him whenever she ventured to speak. 

Jl; blundered, her eyes filled with tears; the little wit 
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she Bad left her in her husband’s presence: Be grew 
angry j and tried to Bide Bis anger with a sneer ^ or 
broke out with a gibe and an oath, when Be lost 
patience, and Clara^ whimpering, would leave the 
room. Everybody at Newcome knew that Barnes 
bullied his wife. 

People had worse charges against Barnes than 
wife-bullying. Do you suppose that little interrupticn 
which occurred at Barnes’s marriage was not known in 
Newcome? His victim had been a Newcome girl, the 
man to whom she was betrothed was in a Newcome 
factory. When Barnes was a young man, and in his 
occasional visits to Newcome, lived along with those 
dashing young blades Sam Jollyman (Jollyman, Bro- 
thers, and Bowcher), Bob Homer, Cross Country Bill, 
^AL Eucker (for whom Ms father had to pay eighteen 
thousand pounds after the Leger, the year Toggery 
won it), and that wild lot, all sorts of stories were 
told of them, and of Barnes especially. Most of them 
were settled, and steady business men by this time. 
Al. it was known had become very serious, besides 
making his fortune in cotton. Bob Homer managed 
the Bank; and as for S. Jollyman, Mrs. S. J. took un- 
common good care that he didn’t break out of bounds 
any more; why, he was not even allowed to play a 
game at billiards, or to dine out without her. ... I 
could go on giving you interesting particulars of a 
liundred members of the Newcome aristocracy , were 
not our attention especially directed to one respectable 
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wLom no single person could possibly conciilate. 
Thus, suppose he gave the aclyertisements to the “In- 
dependent;” the old Blue paper, the “Sentinel,” was 
very angry: suppose he asked Hunch, the dissent- 
ing minister, to bless the table- cloth after dinner, as 
he had begged Doctor Bulders to utter a benediction 
on the first course; Hunch and Bulders were both 
angry. He subscribed to the races — what heathen- 
ism! to the missionaries — what sanctimonious hum- 
bug! And the worst was that Barnes being young at 
that time, and not able to keep his tongue in order^ 
could not help saying not to hut of such and such a 
man, that he was an infernal ass, or a confounded old 
idiot, and so forth — peevish phrases, which undid in 
a moment the works of a dozen dinners, countless 
compliments, and months of grinning good humour. 

How he is wiser. He is very proud of being New- 
come of Newcome, and quite believes that the place is 
his hereditary principality. But still, he says, his 
father was a fool for ever representing the borough, 
“Dammy, Sir,” cries Sir Barnes, “never sit for a place 
that lies at your park-gates , and above all never try 
to conciliate ’em. Curse ’em! Hate ’em well, Sir. 
lake a line, and flog the fellows on the other side. 
Since I have sate in Parliament for another place, I 
have saved myself I don’t know how much a year. I 
i never ^ go to High Church or Low; don’t give a 

t; shillin to the confounded races, or the infernal soup- 

j tickets j or to the miserable missionaries; and at last 

. live in quiet.” 

; So, in spite of all his subscriptions, and his coaxing 

I ^ various orders of Newcomites, Sir Barnes New- 

I popular among them; and whileihe had 
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enemies on all sides, Iiad sturdy friends not even on 
Ills own. Scarce a man but felt Barnes was laughing 
at Mm; Buiders, in Ms pulpit, Holder, who seconded 
Mm in Ms election, the Newcome society, and the 
ladies, even more than the men, were uneasy under 
his ominous familiarity, and recovered their good 
humour when he left them. People felt as if it was a 
truce only, and not an alliance with him, and always 
speculated on the possibility of war: when he turned 
his back on them in the market, men felt relieved, 
and, as they passed his gate, looked with no friendly 
glances over Ms park- wall. 

What happened within was perfectly familiar to 
many persons. Our friend was insolent to all his 
servants; and of course very well served, but very 
much disliked in conseq[uence. The butler was fami- 
liar with Taplow — the housekeeper had a friend at 
IsTewcome; Mrs. Taplow, in fact, of the King’s Arms 
— one of the grooms at Kewconie Park kept com- 
pany with Mrs. Bulder’s maid: the incomings and out- 
goings, the quarrels and tears, the company from 
London, and all the doings of the folks at Newcomc 
Park were thus known to the neighbourhood round 
about. The apothecary brought an awful story back 
from Newcome. He had been called to Lady Clara 
in strong hysterical fits. He found her ladyship * with 
a bruise on her face. When Sir Barnes ajjproached 
her (he would not allow the medical man to see her 
except in Ms presence) she screamed, and bade him 
not come near her. These things did Mr. Vidler 
weakly impart to Mrs. Vidler: these, under solemn 
vows of secresy, Mrs. Vidler told to one or two friends. 
Sir Barnes and Lady Clara were seen shopping toge* 
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tlier very graciously in Newcoxne a short time after- 
wards; persons who dined at the Park said the Baro- 
net and his wife seemed on very good terms; but — 
but that story of the bruised cheek remained in the 
minds of certain people, and lay by at compound in- 
terest as such stories will. 

ISTow, say people quarrel and make it up; or don’t 
make it up, but wear a smirking face to society, and 
call each other ‘‘my dear” and ''my love,” and smooth 
over their countenances before John, who enters with 
the coals as they are barking and biting, or who an- 
nounces the dinner as they are tearing each other’s 
eyes out? Suppose a woman is ever so miserable, 
and yet smiles, and doesn’t show her grief? "Quite 
right,” say her prudent friends, and her husband’s re- 
lations above all. "My dear, you have too much pro-, 
priety to exhibit your grief before the world, or above 
all before the darling children,” So to lie is your 
duty, to lie to your friends, to yourself if you can, to 
your children. 

Does this discipline of hypocrisy improve any 
mortal woman? Say she learns to smile after a blow, 
do you suppose in this matter alone she will be a 
hypocrite? Poor Lady Clara! I fancy a better lot for 
you than that to which fate handed you over. I fancy 
there need have been no deceit in your fond simple 
little heart, could it but have been given into other 
keeping. But you were consigned to a master, whose 
scorn and cruelty terrified you; under whose sardonic 
glances your scared eyes were afraid to look up, and 
before whose gloomy coldness you dared not he happy. 
Suppose a little plant, very frail and delicate from the 
first, but that might have bloomed sweetly and boriie 


THE KEWCOMEiS. 


15 , 


fair flowers, Iiacl it received warm shelter and kindly 
HurtHi'e; suppose a young creature taken out of her 
home, and given over to a hard master whose caresses 
arc as insulting as his neglect; consigned to cruel 
usage; to weary loneliness; to bitter, bitter recoilec- 
tions of the past; suppose her schooled into hypocrisy 
by tyranny — and then, q^uick, let us hire an advo- 
cate to roar oixt to a British jury the wrongs of her 
injured husband, to paint the agonies of his bleeding 
^ heart (if Mr. Advocate gets plaintiff’s brief in time, and 
^ before defendant’s attorney has retained him) , and to 
show Society injured through him. Let us console 
that martyr, I say, with thumping damages; and as 
for the woman — the guilty wretch! — let us lead 
her out and stone her. 
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CHAPTEE IL 

Rosa <iuo locorura sera moratur. 

Clive Kewcomb bore Ms defeat witli sucb a conrage 
and resolution, as those who knew the young fellow’s 
character were sure he would display. It was whilst 
he had a little lingering hope still that the poor lad was^ 
in the worst condition; as a gambler is restless and ^ 
unhappy whilst his last few guineas remain with him, 
and he is venturing them against the overpowering 
chances of the bank. His last piece, however, gone, 
our friend rises up from that unlucky table — beaten 
at the contest hut not broken in spirit. He goes back 
into the world again and withdraws from that dangerous 
excitement; sometimes when he is alone or wakeful, 
lossing in his bed at nights, he may recall the fatal 
game, and think how he might have won it — think 
what a fool he' was ever to have played it at all — 
but these cogitations Olive kept for himself. ' He was 
magnanimous enough not even to blame Ethel much, 
and to take her side against his father, who it must 
he confessed now exhibited a violent hostility against 
that young lady and her belongings. Slow to anger 
and utterly beyond deceit himself, when Thomas Hew- 
come was once roused, or at length believed that he 
was cheated, woe to the offender! From that day forth, 
Thomas believed no good of him. Every thought or 
action of his enemy’s life seemed treason to the worthy 
colonel* If Barnes gave a dinner-party, his uncle was 
ready to fancy that the hanker wanted to poison some- 
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body; if be made a little speech in the House of Com- 
mons (Barnes did make little speeches in the House 
of Commons), the Colonel was sure some infernal con- 
spiracy lay under the villain’s words. The whole of 
that branch of the Hewcomes fared little better at their 
kinsman’s hands — they were all deceitful, sordid, 
heartless, worldly; — Ethel herself no better now than 
the people who had bred her up. People hate, as they 
love, unreasonably. Whether is it the more mortify- 
Jng to us, to feel that we are disliked or liked un- 
. deservedly? 

Clive was not easy until he had the sea between 
him and his misfortune: and now Thomas bTeweome 
had the chance of making that tour with his son, which 
in early days had been such a favourite project with 
the good man. They travelled Ehineland and Switzer- 
land together — they crossed into Italy — went from 
Milan to Venice (where Clive saluted the greatest 
painting in the world — the glorious ^‘Assumption” of 
Titian) — they went to Trieste, and over the beautiful 
Styrian Alps to Vienna — they beheld Danube, and 
the plain where the Turk and Sobieski fought. They 
travelled at a prodigious fast pace. They did not 
speak much to one another. They were a pattern pair 
of English travellers. I daresay many persons w4om 
they met smiled to observe them; and shrugged their 
shoulders at the aspect of ces Anglak, They did not 
know the care in the young traveller’s mind; and the 
deep tenderness and solicitude of the elder. Clive 
wrote to say it was a very pleasant tour^ but I think 
I should not have liked to join it. Let us dismiss it 
in this single sentence. Other gentlemen have taken 
the same journey, and with soitow perhaps as their 
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silent fellow traveller. How yon remember tbe places 
afterwards, and tbe tliongbts wbicb pursued you! If in 
after days, when your grief is dead and buried, you 
revisit tbe scenes in wbicb it was your companion, 
bow its gbost rises and shows itself again! Suppose 
this part of Mr. Clive’s life were to be described at 
length in several chapters, and not in a single brief 
sentence, what dreary pages they would be! In two 
or three months our friends saw a number of men, 
cities, mountains, rivers, and what not. It was yet^ 
early autumn when they were back in France again, ^ 
and September found them at Brussels, where James 
Binnie, Esq. and his family were established in com- 
fortable quarters, and where we may be sure Clive and 
his father were very welcome. 

Dragged abroad at first sorely against Ms will, 
James Binnie had found the continental life pretty 
much to his liking. He had passed a winter at Pan, 
a summer at Vichy, where the waters had done him 
good. His ladies had made several charming foreign 
acquaintances. Mrs. Mackenzie had quite a list of 
Counts and Marchionesses among her friends. The ex- 
cellent Captain Goby wandered about the country with 
them. Was it to Kosey, was it to her mother, the 
G«aptain was most attached? Eosey received him as a 
god-papa; Mrs. Mackenzie as a wicked, odious, good- 
for-nothing, dangerous, delightful, creature. Is it 
humiliating, is it consolatory, to remark, with what 
small wit some of our friends are amused? The jovial 
sallies of Goby appeared exquisite to Eosey’s mother, 
and to the girl probably, though that young Bahawder 
of a Clive Newcome chose to wear a grave face (con- 
found his insolent airs!) at the very best of the Goby jokes. 
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In Goby’s train was bis fervent admirer and in- 
separable young friend, Clarence Hoby. Captain Hoby 
and Captain Goby travelled the world togetlier, visited 
Hombourg and Baden, Cbeltenbam and Leamington, 
Paris and Brusseils, in company, belonged to tbe same 
club in London — tlie centre of all pleasure, fashion, 
and joy, for the young officer and the older campaigner. 
The jokes at the Plag, the dinners at the Flag, the 
committee of the Flag, were the theme of their con- 
sjtaiit conversation. Goby fifty years old, unattached, 
and with dyed moustaches, was the affable comrade 
of the youngest member of his club: when absent, a 
friend wrote him the last riddle from the smoking- 
room; when present, his knowledge of horses, of cookery, 
wines, and cigars, and military history, rendered him 
a most acceptable companion. He knew the history 
and achievements of every regiment in the army; of 
every general and commanding officer. He was known 
to have been ^out’ more than once himself, and had 
made up a hundred quarrels. He was certainly not a 
man of an ascetic life or a profound intellectual culture : 
but though poor he was knowm to be most honourable; 
though more than middle-aged he was cheerful, busy, 
and kindly; and though the youngsters called him Old 
Goby, he bore his years very gaily and handsomely, 
and I daresay numbers of ladies besides Mrs. Mackensiie 
thought him delightful. Goby’s talk and rattle perhaps 
somewhat bored James Binnie, but Thomas ISTewcome 
found the Captain excellent company; and Goby did 
justice to the good qualities of the Colonel. 

Clive’s fiitlier liked Brusseils very well. He and 
his son occupied very handsome quarters , near the 
spacious apartments in the Park which James Binnie’s 
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family inhabited. Waterloo was not far off, to wliicli 
the Indian officer paid several visits with Captain 0-oby 
for a guide; and many of Marlborough’s battle-fields 
were near, in which Goby certainly took but a minor 
interest *— but on the other hand Clive beheld these 
with the greatest pleasure, and painted more than one 
dashing piece, in which Clmrchili and Eugene, Cults 
and Cadogan, were the heroes; whose Avowing periwigs, 
huge boots, and thundering Flemish chargers were, he 
thought, more novel and picturesque than the Dukc’-s 
surtout, and the French Grenadiers’ hairy caj)S, wdiicic 
so many English and French artists have portrayed. 

Mr. and Mrs. Pendennis were invited by our kind 
Colonel to pass a month — six months if they chose — 
at Brussells, and were most splendidly entertained by 
our friends in that city. A suite of handsome roo^ms 
wiis set apart for us. My study communicated with 
Clive’s atelier. Many an hour did we pass, and many 
a ride and walk did we take together. I observed that 
Clive never mentioned Miss Newcome’s name, and 
Laura and I agreed that it was as well not to recall it. 
Only once, when we read the death of Lady Glenlivat, 
Lord Farlntosh’s mother, in the newspaper, I remem- 
ber to have said, “I suppose that marriage will be put 
off again.” 

Qu^est ce que cela me faitP^ says Mr. Clive gloomil}^, 
over his picture — a cheerful piece representing Count 
Bgmont going to execution; in which I have the honour 
to figure as a halberdier, Captain Hohy as the Count, 

and Captain Goby as the Duke of Alva, looking 
out of window. 

Mrs. Mackenzie was in a state of great happiness 
and glory during this winter. She had a carriage and 
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worked tliat veliicle most indefatigably* She knew a 
great deal of good company at Brussells. She had 
an evening for receiving. She herself went to count- 
less evening parties, and had the joy of being invited 
to a couple of court balls, at which I am bound to say 
her daughter and herself both looked very handsome. 
The Colonel brushed up his old uniform and attended 
these entertainments. M. Newcome his, as 1 should 
judge, was not the worst-looking man in the room; 
and, as these young people waltzed together (in which 
■accomplishment Clive was very much more skilful than 
Captain Goby), I daresay many people thought be and 
Eosey made a pretty couple. 

Most persons, my wife included, difficult as that 
lady is to please, were pleased with the pretty little 
Eosey. She sang charmingly now, and looked so 
while singing. If her mother would but have omitted 
that chorus, which she cackled perseveringly beliind 
lier daughter's pretty back: about Eosey angelic 
temper; about the compliments Signor Polonini paid 
her; about Sir Horace Dash, our minister, insisting 
upon her singing Batti Batti over again, and the Arch- 
duke clapping his hands and saying, O yes! about 
Count Vanderslaapen’s attentions to her, &e., but 
for these constant remarks of Mrs. Mack’s I am sure 
no one would have been better pleased with Miss 
Eosey’s singing and behaviour than myself. As for 
Captain Hoby, it was easy to see how he was affected 
towards Miss Eosalind’s music and person. 

. And indeed few things could be pleasanter than to 
watch the behaviour of this pretty little maid with her 
Uncle James and his old chum the Colonel. The latter 
was soon as fond of her as James Binnie himself, whose 
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face used to lighten with pleasure whenever it turned 
towards hers. She seemed to divine his wants, as she 
would trip across the room to fulfil them. She skipped 
into the carriage and covered his feet with a shawl. 
James was lazy and chilly now, when he took his 
drive. She sate opposite to him and smiled on him; 
and, if he dozed, quick, another handkerchief was 
round his neck. I do not know whether she under- 
stood his jokes, but she saluted them always with a 
sweet kind smile. How she kissed him, and how de* 
lighted she was if he bought her a bouquet for her bal? 
that night! One day, upon occasion of one of these 
balls, James and Thomas, those two old hoys, absolutely j 
came into Mrs. Mackenzie’s drawing-room with a bou- ■ 

quet a piece for Miss Bosey; and there was a fine •] 

laughing. ^ | 

“0 you little Susanna!” says James, after taking ; 

his usual payment; ‘*^now go and pay t’other elder.” | 

Bosey did not quite understand at first, being, you j 

see, more ready to laugh at jokes than to comprelnend f 

them: but when she did, I promise you she looked i 

uncommonly pretty as she advanced to Colonel New- ^ 

come and put that pretty fresh cheek of hers up to his ’ 

grizzled moustache. > 

“I protest I don’t know which of you blushes the ^ 

most,” chuckles James Binnie — and the truth, is, the - i 
old man and the young girl had both hung out those 
signals of amiable distress. I 

On this dsty? and as Miss Bosey was to be over- “ 
powered by flowers, who should come presently to 
dinner but Captain Hoby, with another bouquet? on 
which Undo James said Bosey should go to the ball 
like an American Indian with her scalps at her belt. j 
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'^Scalps!’’ cries Mrs. Mackenzie'. 

“ Scalps 1 0 Law, uncle I” exclaims Miss Eosej* 
‘‘What can you mean by anything so liorrid?^’ 

Goby recalls to Mrs. Mack , Hook-ee-nia-goosb , the 
Indian chief, whom she must have seen when the 
Hundred and Fiftieth were at Quebec, and who had 
his lodge full of them; and who used to lie about the 
barracks so drunk, and who used to beat his poor little 
European wife: and presently Mr. Clive Newcome joins 
this company, when the chirping, tittering, joldng, 
" laughing, cease somehow. 

Has Clive brought a houq[uet too? No. He has 
never thought about a bouquet He is dressed in black, 
with long hair, a long moustache and melancholy im- 
perial. He looks very handsome, hut as glum as an 
undertaker. And James Biniiie says, ‘‘Egad, Tom, 
they used to call you the knight of the woful coun- 
tenance, and Clive has just inhented the paternal 
mug.” Then James calls out in a cheery voice, “Din- 
ner, dinner!” and trots off with Mrs. Pendennis under 
his arm; Eosey nestles up against the Colonel; Goby 
and Mrs. Mack walk away arm in arm very con- 
tentedly; and I don’t know Avith which of her three 
nosegays pretty Eoscy appears at the ball. 

Our stay with our friends at Brussells could not he 
prolonged beyond a month, for at the end of that 
period Ave Avere under an engagement to other friends 
in England, who were good enough td, desire the pre- 
sence of Mrs. Pendennis and her suite of baby, nurse, 
and husband. So Ave presently tpqk Jeave of Kosey 
and the Campaigner, of the two stout blders, and our 
melancholy young Clive, Avho bore' us company to 
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Aiiiwerp, and who won Laura’s heart by the neat way 
in which he took her child on board ship. Poor fellowi 
hoiy sad he looked as he bowed to us and took oS his 
hat! His eyes did not seem to be looking at us, 
though: they and his thoughts "were turned another 
way. He moved off immediately, with his head down, 
puffing his eternal cigar, and lost in his own medita- 
tions; our going or our staying was of very little im- 
portance to the lugubrious youth. 

“I think it was a great pity they came to Brussells,” '• 
says Laura, as we sate on the deck, while her uncon- ^ 
scions infant was cheerful, and while the water of the 
la^y Scheld as yet was smooth. 

^^ Who? The Colonel and Clive? They are very 
handsomely lodged. They have a good maitre-d’hotel. 
Their dinners, I am sure, are excellent; and yoiu* 
child, Madam, is as healthy as it possibly can be.” 

Blessed darling! Yes!” (Blessed darling crows, 
moos, jumps in his nurse’s arms, and holds out a little 
mottled hand for a biscixit of Savoy, which mamma 
supplies.) ‘‘I can’t. help thinking, Arthur, that Eosey . 
would have been much happier as Mrs. Hoby than she 
will be as Mrs. Kewcome.” 

thinks of her being Mrs. Newcome?” 

“Her mother, her uncle, and Clive’s father. Since 
the Colonel has been so rich, I think Mrs. Mackenzie' 
sees a great deal of merit in Clive. Eosey will do 
anything her mother bids her. If Clive can be brought 
to the same obedience, Uncle James and the Colonel 
will be delighted. Uncle James has set his heart on 
4his marriage. (He and his sister agree upon this 
point.) p!e told me, last night, that he would sing 
Nunc dimittis,’ could he but see the two children 
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Lappy; and tliat lie slioiild lie easier in purgatory ii 
that could be brought about.” 

“And what did you say, Laura?” 

“I laughed, and told IJncle James I was of, the 
Hoby faction* He is very good-natured, frank, honest, 
and gentlemanlike, Mr. Hoby. But IJncle James said 
he thought Mr. Hoby was so — well, so stupid ■— that 
his Eosey would be thrown away upon the poor 
Captain. So I did not tell Uncle James that, before 
Uiive’s arrival, Eosey had found Captain Hoby far 
^from stupid. He used to sing duets with her; he used 
to ride with her before Clive came. Last winter, when 
they were at Pan, I feel certain Miss Eosey thought 
Captain Hoby very pleasant indeed. She thinks she 
was attached to Clive formerly, and now she admires 
him, and is dreadfully afraid of him. He is taller and 
handsomer, and richer and cleverer than Captain Hoby, 
certainly.” 

“I should think so, indeed ” breaks out Mr. Pen- 
dennis. “Why, my dear, Clive is as fine a fellow as 
one can see on a summer’s day. It does one good to 
look at him. What a pair of frank bright blue eyes 
he has, or used to have, till this mishap overclouded 
them! What a pleasant laugh he has! What a well- 
built, agile figure it is — what pluck, and spirit, and 
, honour, there is about my young chap! I don’t say 
he is a genius of the highest order, hut he is the 
staunchest, the bravest, the cheeriest, the most triith- 
telling, the kindest heart. Compare him and Hoby! 
Why, Clive is an eagle, and yonder little creature a 
mousing owl!” 

“I like to hear you speak so,” cries Mrs. Laura, 
very tenderly. “People say that you are always 
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sneering, Arthur; but I know my luisband better. We 
know papa better, don’t we, baby?” (Here my wife 
kisses the infant Pendennis with great effusion, who 
has come up dancing on Ms nurse’s arms,) “But,” 
says she, coming back and snuggling by her husband’s 
side again — “But suppose your fayourite Clive is an 
eagle, Arthur, don’t you think he had better have an 
eagle for a mate? If he were to marry little Bosey, 
I daresay he would be very good to her; but I think 
neither he nor she would be very happy. My dear,^ 
she does not care for his pursuits; she does not under- 
stand him when he talks. The two captains, and 
Bosey and I, and the Campaigner, as you call her, 
laugh and talk, and prattle, and have the merriest 
little jokes with one another, and we all are as g^uiet 
as mice when you and Clive come in.” 

“What, am I an eagle too? I have no aquiline 
pretensions at all, Mrs. Pendennis.” 

“Ko. Weil, we are not afraid of you. We are not 
afraid of papa, are we, darling?” this young woman 
now calls out to the other member of her family; who, 
if you will calculate, has just had time to be walked 
twice up and down the deck of the steamer, whilst 
Laura has been making her speech about eagles. And 
soon the mother, child, and attendant, descend into 
the lower cabins; and then dinner is announced: and 
Captain Jackson treats us to champagne from his end 
of the table : and yet a short while, and we are at sea, 
and conversation becomes impossible: and morning sees 
us under the grey London sky, and amid the milliou 
of masts in the Thames. 
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Rosebury and Newcome. 


The friends to wliom we were engaged in England 
were Florae and liis wife, Madame la Princesse de 
Montcontour, who were determined to spend the Christ- 
mas holidays at the Princess’s country-seat It was for 
the first time since their reconciliation, that the Prince 
and Princess dispensed their hospitalities at the latter’s 
chateau. It is situated, as the reader has already been 
informed, at some five miles from the town of New- 
come ; away from the chimneys and smoky atmosphere 
;of that place, in a sweet country of rural woodlands 5 
over which quiet villages, grey church spires, and 
ancient gabled farm-houses are scattered: still wearing 
the peaceful aspect which belonged to them when New- 
come was as yet but an antiquated country town, be- 
fore mills were erected on its river banks, and dyes 
and cinders blackened its stream. Twenty years since 
Newcome Park was the only great house in that dis- 
trict* now scores of fine villas have sprung up in the 
suburb lying between the town and park. Newcome 
* New Town, as everybody knows, has grown round the 
park gates, and the New Town Hotel (where the rail- 
way station is) is a splendid structure in the Tudor 
style, more ancient in appearance than the park itself; 
surrounded by little antique villas with spiked gables, 
stacks of crooked chimneys, and , plate-glass windows 
looking upon trim lawns; with glistening hedges of ever- 
greens, spotless gravel walks, and Elizabethan gig- 
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houses. Under the great railway viaduct of the Few 
Town, goes the old traiujuil winding’ Uondon Mg’h- 
road, once busy with a score of gay coaches, and 
ground by innumerable wheels; but at a few miles 
from the Few Town. Station, the road has become so 
mouldy that the grass actually grows on it; and Eoss- 
bury, Madame de Montcontour’s house, stands at one 
end of a village-green, which is even more quiet now 
than it was a hundred years ago. 

When first Madame de Florae bought the place, it ' 
scarcely ranked amongst the county houses; and she, 
the sister of manufacturers at Fewcome and Man- 
chester, did not of course visit the county families. A 
homely little body, married to a Frenchman from 
whom she was sepax^ated, may or may not have done 
a great deal of good in her village, have had pretty 
gardens, and won prizes at the Fewcome flower and 
fi’uit shows; but, of course, she was nobody in such 
an aristocratic county as we all know shire is. 
She had her friends and relatives from Fewcome. 
Many of them were Quakers — many were retail 
shop-keepers. She even frequented the little branch 
Ebenezer, on Eosebury Green; and it was only by her 
charities and kindness at Christmas time, that the 
Eev. Dr. Potter, the Hector at Eosebury, knew her. 
The old clergy, you see, live with the county families. ' 
Good little Madame de Florae was pitied and patroni- 
zed by the Doctor; treated with no little supercilious- 
ness by Mrs. Potter, and the young ladies, who only 
kept the first society. Even when her rich brother 
died, and she got her share of all that money, Mrs. 
Potter said poor Madame de Florae did well in not 
trying to move out of her natural sphere (Mrs. P. was 
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ilie claiiglitcr o£ a baiiknipt Iiatter in London, and liad 
lierself been governess in a noble family, out of wliieb 
sbe married Mr. P., wlio was private tutor). Madame 
de Florae did well, we say, not to endeavour to leave 
ber natural sphere, and that The County never would 
receive ber. Tom Potter, tbe rector’s son, with wlioin 
I bad tbe good fortune to be a fellow-student at Saint 
Boniface College, Oxbridge, — a rattling, forward, and 

it must be owned, vulgar youtb, asked me wbetlier 

Florae was not a billiard-marker by profession? and 
was even so kind as to caution his sisters not to speak 
of billiards before tbe lady of Eosebury. Tom was 
surprised to learn that Monsieur Paul de Florae was 
a gentleman of lineage, incomparably better than that 
of any, except two or three families in England (in- 
cluding your own, my dear and respected reader, of 
'course, if you bold to your pedigree). But tbe truth is, 
heraldically speaking, that union with tbe Higgs of 
Manchester was the first misalliance which the Florae 
family bad made for long long years. Not that I 
would wish for a moment to insinuate that any noble- 
man is equal to an English nobleman; nay, that an 
English snob, with a coat of arms bought yesterday, 
or stolen out of Edmonton, or a pedigree purchased 
from a peerage maker, has not a right to look down 
upon any of your paltry foreign nobility. 

One day the carriage-and-four came in state from 
Newcome Park, with the well-known chaste liveries of 
the Newcomes, and drove up Eosebury Green, towards 
the parsonage-gate, where Mrs. and the Miss Potters 
happened to be standing, cheapening hsh from a 
donkey-man, with whom they were in the habit of 
dealing. The ladies were in their pokiest old head- 
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gear and most dingj gowns, wlieii they perceived the | 

I carriage approaching; and considering, of course, tha,t I 

[ the visit of the pajrk people was intended for them, 

[ -b/lashed into the rectory to change their clothes, leaving 

Kowkins, the costermonger, in the very midst of the 
negotiation about the three mackareL Mamma got that 

i new bonnet out of the band-box; Lizzy and Liddy f 

: ' skipped up to their bed-room, and brought out those 

!! dresses which they wore at the dejeuner at the New- 

ii come Athenssum, when Lord Leveret came down to 

'] lecture; into which they no sooner had hooked their , 

' lovely shoulders, than they reflected with terror that 

: mamma had been altering one of papa’s flannel waist- 

r coats and had left it in the drawing-room, when they ' 

were called out by the song of Eowkins , and the ap- 
pearance of his donkey’s ears over the green gate of 
the rectory. To think of the Park People coming,' 
and the drawing-room in that dreadful state! ? 

But when they came down stairs the Park People 
were not in the room — the wmollen garment was still 
on the table, (how they plunged it into the chiffonier I) 

— and the only visitor w^as Eowkins, the coster- 
monger, grinning at the open French window^s, wdth 
the three mackarel, and crying, ‘^Make it sixpence, 

Miss — don’t say flppens, Maam, to a pore fellow that 
has a wife and family.” So that the young ladies had 
to cry — ‘‘Impudence!” “Get away you vulgar iu' 
solent creature! — Go round, Sir, to the back door.” 

“How dare you?” and the like; fearing lest Lady Ann : 

Newcome, and young Ethel, and Barnes should enter 
in the midst of this ignoble controversy. 

They never came at all — those Park People, 

How very odd! They passed the rectory-gate; they 
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rfroYC on to Madame cle Florae’s lodge. They went in. 
They stayed for half-an-lionr the horses driving round 
and round the gravohroad before the house*, and Mrs. 
Potter and the girls speedily going to the tipper 
chambers, and looking out of the room where the 
maids slept, saw Lady Ann, Ethel, and Barnes ^valk- 
ing with Madame de Florae, going into the conserva- 
tories, issuing thence with Mac Wliirter, the gai*dener 
bearing huge bunches of grapes and large fasces of 
flowers*, they saw Barnes talking in the most rcspect- 
,ful manner to Madame de Florae: and when they 
went down stairs and had their work before them — ■ 
Liddy her gilt music-book, Lizzy her embroidered 
altar-cloth, Mamma her scarlet cloak for one of the 
old women — they had the agony of seeing the 
barouche over the railings whisk by, with the park 
people inside, and Barnes driving the four horses. 

It was on that day when Barnes had determined 
to take up Madame de Florae; when he was bent upon 
reconciling her to her husband. In spite of all Mrs. 
Potter’s predictions, the county families did come and 
visit the manufacturer’s daughter; and when Madame 
de Florae became Madame la Princesse de Monteon- 
tour, when it was announced that she was coming to 
stay at Eosebury for Christmas, I leave you to ima- 
gine whether the circumstance was or was not men- 
tioned in the ^^Newcome Sentinel” and the ^^Newcome 
Independent;” and whether Eev. G. Potter, D.D., and 
Mrs. Potter did or did not call on the Prince and 
Princess. I leave you to imagine whether the lady 
did or did not inspect all the alterations which Vineer’s 
people from Newcome were making at Eosebiiry 
House — the chaste yellow satin and gold of the 
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drawing room — the carved oak for tlie dining-room 
— tlie cliintz for tlie bed-rooms — the Princess’s apart- 
ment — the Prince’s apartment — the gnests’ apart- 
ments — the smoking-room, gracious goodness! — the 
stables (these were under Tom Potter’s superinten- 
dence), “and I’m dashed,” says he one day, “if here 
doesn’t come a billiard-table!” 

The house was most comfortably and snngly ap- 
pointed from top to bottom; and thus it will be seen 
that Mr. and Mrs. Pendennis were likely to be in veix 
good quarters for their Christmas of 184- — . . 

Tom Potter was so kind as to call on me two days 
after our arrival; and to greet me in the princess’s 
pew at church on the previous day. Before desiring 
to be introduced to my wife, he requested me to 
present liim to my friend the prince. Be called him 
your Highness. His' Highness, w^'ho had behaved with 
exemplary gravity, save once when he shrieked an 
“ah!” as MissLiddy led off the children in the organ- 
loft in a hymn, and the wliole pack went woefully out 
? j of tune, complimented Monsieur Tom on the sermon of 

j,| Monsieur his father, Tom walked hack with us to 

'i: Eosebury Lodge gate. “Will you not come in, and 

ij; make a party of billiard with me?” says his High- 

;l!i ness. “Ah, pardon! I forgot, you do not play the 

llj billiard the Sunday!” other day^ Prince, I shall, 

|| j be delighted,” says Tom; and squeezed his Highness’s 

hand tenderly at parting. “Your comrade of college 
^ "was he?” asks Florae. “My dear, what men are these 

H comrades of college! What men are you English! 

>1 My word of honour, there are some of them here — if 

1: 1 I were to say to them wax my hoots, they would take 

I : them and wax them ! Did’st thou see how the Edvt^rend 


eyed ns during tlie sermon? He regarded ns over his 
book, my word of honour!” 

Madame de Florae said .simply, ' she wished the 
Prince would go and hear Mr. Jacob at the Ebene^er. 
Mr. Potter was not a good preacher certainly. 

“Savezwons qu’elle est fiirieusement belle la fille 
du Eevdrend?” whispered his Highness to me. “I 
have made eyes at her during the sermon. They will 
be of pretty neighbours these Meess!” and Paul 
dooked unutterably roguish and victorious as he spoke. 
^To my wife, I am bound to say, Monsieur de Mont- 
eontour showed a courtesy, a respect and kindness, 
that could not he exceeded. He admired her. He 
payed her compliments innumerable, and gave me I 
am sure sincere congratulations at possessing such a 
treasure. I do not think he doubted about his power 
of conquering her, or any other of the daughters of 
women. But I was the friend of his misfortunes — his 
guest; and he spared me. 

I have seen nothing more amusing, odd, and plea^ 
sant than Florae at this time of his prosperity. We 
arrived, as this veracious chronicle has already assert- 
ed, on a Saturday evening. We were conducted to 
our most comfortable apartments; with crackling fires 
blazing on the hearths, and every waimth of welcome. 

■ -Florae expanded and beamed with good-nature. He 
shook me many times by the hand; he patted me; he 
called me his good — his brave. He cried to his 
maitre - d’hotel , “Fr^d(5ric, remember Monsieur is 
master here! Eun before his orders. Prostrate thyself 
to him. He was good to me in the days of my mis- 
fortune. Hearest thou, Frederick? See that eveiy- 
tliing be done for Monsieur Pendennis — for Madame 
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sa charmante lady — for Iier angelic infant, and the i 

bonne. None of thy garrison tricks with that young i 

person, Er<^deric! vieux sc4Mrat. Garde toi de la, ; 

Erdderic, si non,, je t’envoie k Botani Bay; je te tra- j 

diiis devant le Lord Maire!’’ 

‘‘En Angleterre je me fais Anglais, vois tu, mon i 
ami,” continued the Prince. ‘^Demain c’est Sunday, 
et tu vas voir! I hear the bell, dress thyself for the 
dinner — my friend!” Here there was another squeeze 
of both hands from the good-natured fellow. ‘Ht dn 
good to my art to ave you in my ousel Heuh!” Hd 
hugged his guest; he had tears in his eyes as he per- c 
formed this droll, this kind embrace. Not less kind in 
her way, though less expansive and emhradve^ was 
Madame de Montcontour to my wife, as I found on 
comparing notes with that young woman, when the 
day’s hospitalities were ended. The little Princess 
trotted from bed-chamber to nursery to see that every- 
thing was made comfortable for her guests. She sate 
and saw the child washed and put to bed. She had 
never beheld such a little angel. She brought it a 
fine toy to play with. She and her grim old maid 
frightened the little creature at first, but it was very 
speedily reconciled to their countenances. She was in 
the nursery almost as early as the child’s mothei*. 

“Ah!” sighed the poor little woman, “how happy yoh 
must be to have one.” In fine my wife was quite 
overcome by her goodness and welcome. 

Sunday morning arrived in the course of time, and j 
then Florae appeared as a most wonderful Briton in- 
deed! He wore top -hoots and buckskins; and after j 
. breakfast, when we went to church, a white great coat | 

: I with a little cape, in which garment he felt that his | 



1 



THE NEWCOMES. 


35 : 


similarity to an Eog'Bsli gentleman was perfect. In 
conversation witB Ms grooms and. .servants Be swore 
freely, — not ^ tBat Be was accustomed to employ oatBs 
in Bis own private talk, but lie tbougbt tke employ- 
ment of these expletives necessary as an English 
country gentleman. He never dined -without a roast 
beef, and insisted that the piece of meat should be 
bleeding, “as you love it, you others.” He got up 
boxing-matches; and kept birds for combats of cock. 
^He assumed the sporting language with admirable en- 
ttliusiasm — drove over to cover with a steppfere — 
rode across countri like a good one — w^as splendid 
in the hunting-field in his velvet cap and Hapoleon 
boots, and made the Hunt welcome atEosebury, wiierc 
his good-natured little wife was as kind to the gentle- 
men in scarlet, as she used to be of old to the stout 
dissenting gentlemen in black, who sang hymns and 
spake sermons on her lawn. These folks, scared at 
the change which had taken place in the little Prin- 
cess’s habits of life, lamented W falling away: but in 
the county she and her husband got a great populari- 
ty, and in Newcome town itself they were not less 
liked, for her benefactions were unceasing, and Paul’s 
affability the theme of all praise. The “Newcome 
Independent,” and the “Hewcome Sentinel,” , both paid 
compliments; the former journal contrasting his 
behaviour with that of Sir Barnes, their member. 
Plorac’s pleasure was to drive his Princess with four 
horses into Hewcome. He called his carriage his 
“trappe,” his “drague.” The street boys cheered 
and hurrayed the Prince as he, passed through the 
town. One haberdasher had a yellow stock called 
“The Montcontour” displayed in his windows; 
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another iiad a pink one marked “Tke Princely,’’ 
and as suck recommended it to the young New- 
come gents. 

The dragne conveyed ns once to the neighbouring 
house of Newcome, wMther my wife accompanied 
Madame de Montcontour at that lady’s own request, to 
whom Laura very properly did not think fit to confide 
her antipathy for Lady Clara Newcome. Coming away 
from a great house, how often she and I, egotistical 
philosophers, thanked onr fates that onr own home 
was a small one! How long will great houses last 
in this world? Do not their owners now prefer a 
lodging at Brighton, or a little entresol on the Boule- 
vard, to the solitary ancestral palace in a park barred 
round with snow? We were as glad to get out of 
Newcome as out of a prison. My wife and our hostes^s 
skipped into the carriage, and began to talk freely as 
the lodge gates closed after us. Would we he lords 
of such a place under the penalty of living in it? 
We agreed that the little angle of earth called Fairoaks 
was dearer to us than the clumsy Newcome pile of 
Ihidor masonry. The house had been fitted up in the 
time of George IV; and the quasi-Gothic revival. We 
were made to pass through Gothic dining-rooms, where 
there was now no hospitality, — Gothic drawing- 
rooms shrouded in brown hollands, to one little rooin'* 
at the end of the dusky suite, where Lady Clara sate 
alone, or in the company of the nurses and childi'en. 
The blank gloom of the place had fallen upon the 
poor lady. Even when my wife talked about children 
(good-natui*ed Madame de Montcontour vaunting ours 
as a prodigy) Lady Clara did not brighten up. Her pair 
of young ones was exhibited and withdrawn. A some- 
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tMng m^’clghed upon the woman. ' We talked ahoiit 
Ethel’s marriage. She said it was fixed for the new 
year, she believed. She did not know whether Glen- 
livat had been very handsomely fitted up. She had 
not seen Lord Farintosh’s house in London. Sir Barnes 
came down once — twice — ■ of a Saturday sometimesj 
for three or four days to hunt, to amuse himself, as 
all men do she supposed. She did not know when he 
was coming again. She rang languidly when we rose 
^ to take leave, and sank hack on her sofa, where lay 
fa heap of French novels. -^She has chosen some 
^ books,” says Paul, as we drove through the 

sombre avenues through the grey park, mists lying 
about the melancholy ornamental waters, dingy herds 
of huddled sheep speckling the grass here and there; 
no smoke rising up from the great stacks of chimneys 
of the building we were leaving behind us, save one 
little feeble thread of white which we knew came from 
the fire by which the lonely mistress of hTewcome was 
seated. “Oufl” cries Florae, playing his whip, as the 
lodge-gates closed on ns, and his team of horses 
rattled merrily along the road, “what a blessing it is 
to be out of that vault of a place! There is something 
fatal in this house — in this woman. One smells mis- 
fortune there.” 

The hotel which our friend Florae patronized on 
^ occasion of his visits to ISTewcome was the King’s 

Arms, and it happened, one day as we entered that 
place of entertainment in company,, that a visitor of 
the house was issuing through the hall, to whom 
Florae seemed as if he would administer one of his 
customary embraces , and to whom the Prince called 
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out Jack,’’ witk great warmth and kindness as lie ran 
towards the stranger. 

Jack did not .appear to be particularly well pleased 
on beholding ns; he rather retreated from before the 
Frenchman’s advances. 

^*My dear Jack, my good, my brave Igligate! I 
am delighted to see yon!” Florae continues, regard- 
less of the stranger’s reception, or of the landlord’s 
looks towards ns, who was bowing the Prince into his 
very best room. ^ " • r 

“How do yon do, Monsieur de Florae?” growls 
the new comer, surlily; and was for moving on after 
this brief salutation; but having a second thought 
seemingly, turned back and followed Florae into the 
apartment whither our host conducted us. A la honne 
heure! Florae renewed his cordial greetings to Loi;d 
Highgate. “I knew not, mon bon, what fly had stung 
you,” says he to my lord. The landlord, rubbing his 
hands, smirking and bowing, was anxious to know 
whether the Prince would take anything after his drive. 
As the Prince’s attendant and friend, the lustre of his 
reception partially illuminated me. When the chief 
was not by, I was treated with great attention (mingled 
with a certain degree of familiarity) by my landlord. 

Lord Highgate waited until Mr. Taplow was out 
of the room; and then said to Florae, “Don’t 
me by my name here, please Florae, I am here 
incog.” 

‘^Flait4lP^ asks Florae, “Where is incog.?” He 
laughed when the, word was interpreted to him. Lord 
Highgate had turned to me. “There was no rudeness 
you understand intended, Mr. Pendennis, but I am 


down liere on some business, and don’t care to wear 
tbe handle to my name. Fellows work^it so, dont 
yon understand? never leave you at rest in country 
town — that sort of thing. Heard of our friend Clive 
lately?’' 

“Whether you ave andle or no andle, Jack, you 
are always the Men vemt to me. What is thy affairs:* 
Old monster! I wager ...” 

“hlo, no, no such nonsense ” says Jack, rather 
^ eagerly. “I give you my honour, I — I want to — 
to raise a sum of money — that is, to invest some in 
a speculation down here — deuced good the specula- 
tions down here 5 and, by the way, if the landlord asks 


you, I’m Mr. Harris 


civil engineer 


waiting for the arrival of the ‘Canada at Liverpool 
from America, and very uneasy about my brother who 
is on board ” 

“What does he recount to us there? Keep these 
stories for the landlord, Jack; to us ’tis not the pain 
to lie. My good Mr. Harris, why have we not seen 
you at Rosebury? The Princess will scold me if you 
do not come; and you must bring your dear brother 
when he arrive too. Do you hear?” The last part 
of this sentence Tvas uttered for Mr. Taplow’s benefit, 
who had re-entered the George bearing a tray of wine 
and biscuit. 

The Master of Rosebury and Mr. Harris went out 
presently to look at a horse which was waiting the 
former’s inspection in the stable-yard of the hotel. 
The landlord took advantage of Ms business, to heat 
a bell which never was rung, and to ask me questions 
about the guest who had been staying at his house 
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for a week past. Did I know that pai-ty? Mr. Pen- 
dennis said, **Yes, he knew that party.” 

“Most respectable party, I have no doubt,” con- 
tinues Boniface. 

“Do you suppose the Prince of Montoontour knows 
my but respectable parties?” asks Mr. Pendennis — 
a query of which the force was so great as to dis- 
comfit and silence our landlord, who retreated to 
ask questions concerning Mr. Harris of Florae’s 
grooms. 

What was Highgate’s business here? Was it mine* 
to know? I might have suspicions, but should I 
entertain them, or communicate them, and had I not 
best keep them to myself? I exchanged not a word 
on the subject of Highgate with Florae, as we drove 
home: though from the way in which we looked at 
one another, each saw that the other was acquainted 
with that unhappy gentleman’s secret. We fell to 
talking about Madame la Duchesse d’lviy as we 
trotted on; and then of English manners by way of 
contrast, ofin^gues, elopements, Gretna Grin, &c., &c. 

You are a droll nation!” says Florae. “To make 
love well, you must absolutely have a chaise-de-poste, 
and a scandal afterwards. If our affairs of this kind 
made themselves on the grand route, what armies of 
postihons we should need!” 

I held my peace. In that vision of Jack Belsize”^ 
1 saw misery, guilt, children dishonoured, homes de- 
serte^ ■— rum for all the actors and . victims of the 
wretched conspiracy. Laura marked my disturbance 
V we reached home. She even divined the cause 
ot It, Md charged me with it at night, when we sate 
alone by our dressing-room fire, and had taken leave 
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of our kind entertainers. Tken, under ter cross-exami- 
nation, I own that I told what I had seen — Lord 
High^ate, under a feigned name, staying at Newcome. 
It might foe nothing. Nothing! Gracious Heavens! 
Could not this crime and misery be stopped? might 
be too late/’ Laura’s husband said sadly, bending down 
his head into the fire. 

She was silent too for a while. I could see she 
was engaged where pious women ever will betake 
|hemselves in moments of doubt, of grief, of pain, 
l>f separation, of joy even, or whatsoever other trial. 
They have but to will, and as it were an invisible 
temple rises round them 5 their hearts can kneel down 
there; and they have an audience of the great, the 
merciful, untiring Counsellor and Consoler- She would 
not have been frightened at Death near at hand. I have 
kifown her to tend the poor round about us, or to bear 
pain — not her own merely, but even her children’s 
and mine, with a surprising outward constancy and 
calm. But the idea of this crime being enacted close 
at hand, and no help for it — quite overcame her. 
I believe she lay awake all that night; and rose quite 
haggard and pale after the bitter thoughts which had 
deprived her of rest 

She embraced her own child with extraordinary 
^^..^nderness that morning, and even wept over it, call- 
ing it by a thousand fond names of maternal endear- 
ment ‘‘Would I leave you, my darling — could I 
ever, ever, ever quit you, my blessing, and treasure!” 
The unconscious little thing, hugged to his mother’s 
bosom, and scared at her tones and tragic face, clung 
frightened and weeping round Laura’s neck. Would 
you ask what the husband’s feelings were as he looked 
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at tliat sweet love , that sublime tenderness , that pure 
Saint blessing the life of him unworthy? Of all the 
gifts of Heaven to iis below, that felicity is the sum 
and the chief. I tremble as I hold it lest I should 
lose it, and be left alone in the blank world without 
it: again, I feel humiliated to think that I possess it; 
as hastening home to a warm fireside and a plentiful 
table, I feel ashamed sometimes before the poor out- 
cast beggar shivering in the street, 
if, Breakfast was scarcely over when Laura asked for 

f . a pony carriage, and said she was bent on a private 

it visit. She took her hahy and nurse with her. She 

I refused our company, and would not even say whither 

she was hound until she had passed the lodge-gate, 

I may have suspected what the object was of her 
II- journey. Florae and I did not talk of it. We rode 

1 L out to meet the hounds of a cheery winter morning: 

on another day I might have been amused with my 
;p .. host — the splendour of his raiment, the neatness 

il;! of his velvet cap, the gloss of his hunting boots; the 

j| cheers, shouts, salutations, to dog and man; the oaths 

j|j ' and outcries of this Nimrod, who shouted louder than 

the whole field and the whole pack too — but on this 
morning I was thinking of the tragedy yonder enacting, 
and came away early from the"hunting~field , and found 
my wife already returned to Eosebury. ^ ^ 

Laura had been, as I suspected, to Lady Clam. v 
She did not know why, indeed. She scarce knew what 
she should say when she arrived — how she could say 
what she had in her mind. I hoped, Arthur, that I 
should have something — something told me to say,” 
whispered Laura, with her head on my shoulder; “and 
as I lay awake last night thinking of her, prayed — ; 
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tliat is, liopedj I miglit find a word of consolation for 
that poor ladj. Do you know I think she has hardly 
ever heard a kind word? ■ She said so; she was very 
mnch affected after we had talked together a little. 

“At first she was very indifferent; cold and hanghty 
in her manner; asked what had caused the pleasure 
of this visit, for I would go in, though at the lodge 
they told me her ladyship was unwell, and they thought 
received no company. I said I wanted to show our 
hoy to her — that the children ought to be acquainted 
~ I don’t know what I said. She seemed more and 
more surprised — then all of a sudden — I don’t know 
liow — I said, ^Lady Clara, I have had a dream about 
you and your children, and I was so frightened that 
I came over to you to speak about it.’ And I had the 
d]^eam, Pen; it came to me absolutely as I was speak- 

“She looked a little scared, and I went on telling 
her the dream. ‘My dear,’ I said, ‘I dreamed that I 
saw you happy with those children.’ 

“ ‘Happy!’ says she — the three were playing in 
the conservatory, into which her sitting-room opens. 

“ ‘And that a had spirit came and tore them from 
you; and drove you out into the darkness; and I saw 
you wandering about quite lonely and wretched, and 
-^'ooking back into the garden where the children were 
playing. And you asked and implored to see them; 
and the Keeper at the gate said, ‘Ko, never.’ And 
then — then I thought they passed by you, and they 
did not know you. 

“ ‘Ah,’ said Lady Clara. 

“‘And then I thought, as we do in dreams, you 
know, that it was my child who was separated from 
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me, and who would not know me: and 0, what a pang 
that was! Fancy that. Let us pray God it was only 
a dream. And worse than that, when you, when I implored 
to come to the child, and the man said ‘hTo, never,’ 

I thought there cam© a spirit — an angel that fetched 
the child to heaven, and you said, ‘Let me come too; 
0, let me come too, I am so miserable.’ And the angel 
said, ‘No, never, never.’ 

“By this time Lady Clara was looking very pale. 
‘What do you mean?’ she asked of me, Laura com 
tinned. 

“‘0, dear lady, for the sake of the little ones, and 
Him who calls them to Him, go you with them. Never, 
never part from them! Cling to His knees, and take 
shelter there.’ I took her hands, and I said more to 
her in this way, Arthur, that I need not, that I ought 
not to speak again. But she was touched at length 
when I kissed her; and she said I was very kind to 
her, and no one had ever been so, and that she was 
c[uite alone in the world and had no friend to dy to; 
and would I go and stay with her? and I said ‘Yes;’ 
and we must go , my dear. And I think you should 
see that person at Newcome — - see him, and warn him,” 
cried Laura, warming as she spoke, “and pray God 
to enlighten and strengthen him, and to keep him from 
this temptation, and implore him to leave this poory,^?.^ 
weak, frightened, trembling creature; if he has the 
heart of a gentleman and the courage of a man, he 
will, I know he will.” 

“I think he would, my dearest,” I said, “if he but 
heard the petitioner.” Laura’s cheeks were blushing, 
her eyes brightened, her voice rang with a sweet pathos 
of love that vibrates througlf my whole being some* 
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times. It seems to me as if evil must give waj, and 
bad thouglits retire before that |)urest creature. 

“WJij lias slie not some of her fainilj with her^ 
poor thing I” my wife continued. “She perishes in that 
solitude. Her husband prevents her, I think — and — 

0 — I know enough of him to know what his life is. 

1 shudder,^ Arthur, to see you take the hand of that 
wicked selfish man. You must break with him, do you 

, .• 

“Before or after going to stay at his house, my 
live?” asks Mr, Pendennis. 

“Poor thing! she lighted up at the idea of any one 
coming. She ran and showed me the rooms we were 
to have. It will be very stupid; and you don't like 
that But you can write your book, and still hunt and 
shoot with our friends here. And Lady Ann Newcome 
must be made to come back again. Sir Barnes (juar- 
relied with his mother and drove her out of the house 
on her last visit — think of that! The servants here 
know it, Martha brought me the whole story from the 
housekeepers room. This Sir Barnes Newcome is a 
dreadful creature, Arthui*. I am so glad I loathed him 
from the very first moment I saw him.” 

“And into this ogre’s den you propose to put me 
and my family, Madam!” says the husband, “Indeed, 
--'•^here won’t I go if you order me? O, who will pack 
my portmanteau?” 

Florae and the Princess were both in desolation 
when, at dinner, we announced our resolution to go 
away — and to our neighbours at Hewcome! that was 
more extraordinary. “Que diable goest thou to do in 
this galley?” asks our host as we sate alone over our 
wine. 
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But Laura’s intended visit to Lady Clara was never 
to have a fulfilment, for on tMs same evening, as we 
sate at our dessert, comes a messenger from Newcome, 
with a note for my wife from the lady there. 

Dearest^ kindest^ Mrs. Pendennis,” Lady Clara 
wrote, with many italics, and evidently in miich dis- 
tress of mind. “Your visit is not to he. I spoke about 
it to Sir B., who arrived this afternoon^ and who has 
already begun to treat me in his usual to ay. 0, I arn 
so unhappy! Pray, pray do not be angry at thi:, 
rudeness — though indeed it is only a kindness to 
keep you from this wretched place! I feel as if I can- 
not hear this much longer. But, whatever happens, 
I shall alw^ays remember your goodness, your beautiful 
goodness and kindness; and shall worship yon as an 
angel deserves to be worshipped. 0 why had I not 
such a hmnd earlier! But alas! I have none — only 
this odious family thrust upon me for companions to the 
loretohed^ lonely.^ C. IST. 

“P.S. — He does not know of my writing. Do 
not be surprised if you get another note from me in 
the morning, written in a ceremonious style^ and I'egret- 
ting that we cannot have the pleasure of receiving Mr, 
and Mrs. Pendennis for the present at Fewcome. 

“P.S. — The hypocrite!” 

This letter was handed to my wife at dinner-time, 
and she gave it to me as she passed out of the room 
•with the other ladies. 

I told Florae that the Newcomes could not receive 
us, and that we would remain, if he willed it, his 
guests for a little longer. The kind fellow was only 
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too glad to keep ns, “My wife would die witliout 
he said. “She becomes quite daugerous about 
Bdbi.” It was gratifying* that the good- old lady w^as 
not to be parted as yet from the innocent object of 

My host knew as well as I the terms upon which 
Sir Barnes and his wife were Imng. Their quarrels 
%vere the talk of the w’-hole county; one side brought 
forward his treatment of her, and his conduct else- 
where, and said that he was so bad that honest people 
should not know him. The other party laid the blame 
upon her, and declared that Lady Clara was a languid, 
silly, w^eak, frivolous creature; always crying out of 
season; -who had notoriously taken Sir Barnes for his 
money, and who as certainly had had an attachment 
elsewhere. Yes , the . accusations were true on both 
sides. A bad, selfish husband had married a woman 
for her rank: a weak, thoughtless girl had been sold 
to a man for his money; and the union, which might 
have ended in a comfortable indifference, had taken 
an ill turn and resulted in misery, cruelty, fierce mutual 
recriminations, bitter tears shed in private, husband’s 
curses and maledictions, and open scenes of wu'ath and 
violence for servants to witness and the w^orld to sneer 
at. We arrange such matches every day; we sell or 
"^"”buy beauty, or rank, or wealth; we inaugurate the 
bargain in churches with sacramental services, in which 
the parties engaged call upon Heaven to witness their 
vows — we know them to be lies , and we seal them 
with God’s name, “I, Barnes, promise to take you, 
Clara, to love and honour till death do us part.” 
“I, Clara, promise to take you, Barnes,” &c. dc. 
Who has not heard the ancient words ; and how many 
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of US have uttered them, knowing them to be untrue; 
and IS there a bishop on the bench that has not amen’d 
the humbug in his lawn sleeves and called a blessing 
over the kneeling pair of perjurers? 

“Does Mr. Harris know of ISFewcome’s return?’' 
Florae asked, when I acquainted him with this in^ 
telligence. “Ce sedidrat de Highgate — Ya!” 

“DoesNewcome know that Lord Highgate is here?’* 

I thought within myself , admiring my wife’s faithful- 
ness and simplicity, and trying to believe with thah 
pure and guileless creature that it was not yet too late 
to save the unhappy Lady Clara. 

“Mr. Harris had best be warned,” I said to Florae; 
“will you wnte him a word, and let us send a mes- 
senger to l^ewcome?” 

At first Florae said, “Parbleu! Fo;” the affair was 
none of his, he attended himself always to this result of 
Lady Clara’s marriage. He had even complimented Jack 
upon it years before at Baden, when scenes enough 
tragic, enough comical, ma foi, had taken place 
apropos of this affair. Why should he meddle with 
it now? 

Children dishonoured,” said I, “honest families 
made miserable; for Heaven’s sake, Florae, let us stay 
this catastrophe if we can.” I spoke with much warmth, 
eagerly desirous to avert this calamity if possible, and — 
very strongly moved by the tale which I had heard 
only just before dinner from that noble and innocent 
creature, whose pure heart had already prompted her 
to plead the cause of right and truth, and to try and 
rescue an unhappy desperate sister trembling on the 
verge of ruin. 

If you will not write to him,” said I, in some 
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lieat, “If yonr grooms don’t like to go ont of a niglit 
(tills was one of tlie objections wbicb Florae bad raised), 
I will walk.’ We were talking over- the affair- rather 
late in the evening , the ladies having retreated to their 
sleeping apartments, and some guests having taken 
leave, whom onr hospitable host and hostess had enter™ 
tained that night, and before whom I naturally did not 
care to speak ujion a subject so dangerous.^^^^^^^^ ^^^^^^^^ 

^ “Parbleu, what virtue, my friend! what a Joseph!” 
-cries Florae, puffing his cigar, “One sees well that 
^your wife had made you the sermon. My poor Pen™ 
dennis. You are henpecked, my pauvre bon! You 
become the husband model. It is true my motber 
writes that thy wife is an angel!” 

“I do not object to obey such a woman when she 
bids me do right,” I said; and would indeed at that 
woman’s re<][uest have gone out upon the errand, but 
that we here found another messenger. On days when 
dinner parties were held at Eosebury, certain auxiliary 
waiters used to attend from Newcome whom the land- 
lord of the King’s Arms %vas accustomed to supply; 
indeed, it was to secure these, and make other neces- 
sary arrangements respecting fish, game, &c., that the 
Prince de Montcontoiir had ildden over to Kewcome 
on the day when we met Lord Highgate, alias Mr. Har- 
ris, before tbe bar of the hotel. Whilst we were en- 
gaged in the above conversation a servant enters, and 
says, “My lord, Jenkins and the other man is going 
back to Newcome in their cart, and is there anything 
wanted?” 

“It is the Heaven which sends him,” says Florae, 
turning round to me with a laugh, “make Jenkins to 
wait five minutes, Eobert; I have to write to a gentle** 
The IV* 4 
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man at tlie King’s Arms.” And so saying, Florae 
wrote a line which he showed me, and having sealed 
the note, directed it to Mr. Harris at the King’s Arms. 
The cart, the note, and the assistant waiters departed 
on their way to Newcome. Florae bade me go to rest 
with a clear conscience. In truth, the warning was 
better given in that way than any other, and a word 
from Florae was more likely to be effectual than an 
expostulation from me. I had never thought of making 
it, perhaps; except at the expressed desire of a lady, 
whose counsel in all the difficult circumstances of life" 
I own I am disposed to take. 

Mr. Jenkins’s horse no doubt trotted at a very brisk 
pace, as gentlemen’s horses will of a frosty night, after 
their masters have been regaled with plentiful supplies 
of wine and ale. I remember in my bachelor days 
that my horses always trotted quicker after I had had 
a good dinner; the champagne used to communicate 
itself to them somehow, and the claret get into their 
heels. Before midnight the letter for Mr, Harris was 
in Mr. Harris’s hands in the King’s Arms. 

It has been said, that in the Boscawen Eoom at 
the Arms, some of the jolly fellows of Kewcome had 
a club, of which Parrot the auctioneer, Tom Potts the 
talented reporter, now Editor of the “Independent,” 
Vidler the apothecary, and other gentlemen, were 
members. 

When we first had occasion to mention that society, 
it was at an early stage of this history, long before 
Clive Kewcome’s fine moustache had grown. If Vidler 
the apothecary was old and infirm then, he is near 
ten years older now; he has had various assistants, 
of course, and one of them of late years had become 
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Ills partner, tliongli tli,c firm continues to be known by 
Vidier’s ancient and respectable name. A jovial fellow 
was this partner a, capital convivial member of 'the 
Jolly Britons, where he used to sit very late, so as to 
be in readiness for any nightwork that might come in. 

So the Britons were ail sitting, smoking, diinking, 
and making merry, in the Boscawen Eoom, when 
Jenkins enters "with a note, which he sti’aightway de* 
livers to Mr. Vidler's partner. ‘‘From Eosebury? The 
Princess ill again, I suppose,’^ says the surgeon, not 
Bonj to let the company know that he attends her. 

I wish the old girl would be ill in the day-time. 
Confound it,” says he, “what’s this — ” and he reads 
out, ‘bir FTewcome est de retour. Bon voyage, mon 
ami. F.” What does this mean? 

* ‘ I thought you knew French, Jack Harris,” says 
Tom Potts, youke always bothering us with your 
French songs.” 

“Of course I know French,” says the other; “but 
what’s the meaning of this?” 

“Screwcome came back by the five o’clock train, 

I was in it, and his royal highness would scarcely 
speak to me. Took Brown’s fly from the station. 
Brown won’t enrich his family much by the operation,” 
says Mr. Potts. 

“But w'^hat do I care?” cries Jack Harris; “we 
don’t attend, him, and we don’t lose much by that. 
Howell attends Mm, ever since Vidler and he had 
that row.” 

“Hullohl I say it’s a mistake ” cries Mr. Taplow, 
smoking in his chair. “This letter is for the party in 
the Benbow. The gent which the prince spoke to Mm, 
and called him Jack the other day when he was here. 
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Here’s a nice business, and tlie seal broke, and all. 
Is tbe Benbow party gone to bed? Jolin, you must 
carry Mm in this here note.” Joliii, quite innocent 
of tbe note and its contents , for lie tliat moment bad 
entered tbe club-room with Mr. Potts’s supper, took tbe 
note to tbe Benbow, from wbicb be presently returned 
to bis master witb a very scared countenance. He said 
tbe gent in tbe Benbow was a most barbitrary gent. 
He bad almost choked John after reading tbe letter, 
and John wouldn’t stand it; and when John said h^ 
supposed that Mr. HaiTis in tbe Boscawen — that 
Mr. Jack Harris, bad opened tbe letter, tbe other gent 
cursed and swore awful. 

“Potts,” said Taplow, who was only too commu- 
nicative on some occasions after be bad imbibed too 
much of bis own brandy-and- water, “it’s my belief that 
that party’s name is no more Harris than mine is. 
I have sent bis linen to tbe wash, and there was two 
Avbite pocket-handkerchiefs witb H. and a coronet.” 

On tbe next day we drove over to Hewcome, hoping 
perhaps to find that Lord Highgate bad taken tbe 
warning sent to him and quitted tbe place. But we 
were disappointed. He was walking in front of tbe 
hotel , where a thousand persons might see him as well 
as ourselves. 

We entered into bis private apartment witb him, 
and there expostulated upon bis appearance in tbe 
public street, where Barnes Newcome or any passer-by 
might recognize him. He then told us of tbe mishap 
wbicb bad befallen Florae’s letter on tbe previous 
night. 

“I can’t go away now, whatever might have hap- 
pened previously: by this time that villain knows that 


5S 



THE HBWCOMES. 


I am liere. If I go j lie will say I was afraid of Mm, 
and ran. away. 0, kow I wish he would come and 
fmd me.” He broke out with a savage laugh. 

“It is best to run away,” one of us interposed 

; bally ' ' ' : ' 

“Pendennis,” he said with a tone of great softness, 
“your wife is a good woman. God bless her, God 
bless her for all she has said and done - — would have 
done, if that villain had let her. Do you know the 
poor thing hasn’t a single friend in the world, not one, 
one — except me, and that girl they are selling to 
Farintosli, and who does not count for much. He has 
driven away all her friends from her: one and all turn 
upon her. Her relations of course 5 when did ih&y ever 
fail to hit a poor fellow or a poor girl when she was 
down? The poor angel! The mother who sold her 
cfomes and preaches at her; Kew’s wife turns up her 
little cursed nose and scorns her; Eooster, forsooth, 
must ride the high horse, now he is married, and lives 
at Ohanticlere, and give her warning to avoid my com- 
pany or his! Do you know the only friend she ever 
had was that old woman with the stick — old Hew; 
the old witch whom they buried four months ago after 
nobbling her money for the beauty of the family? Bhe 
used to protect her — that old woman; Heaven bless 
her for it, wherever she is now, the old hag — a good 
word won’t do her any harm. Ha! ha!” his laughter 
was cruel to hear. 

‘‘Why did I come down?” he continued in reply 
to our sad queries. “Why did I come down, do you 
ask? Because she was wretched, and sent for me. 
Because if I was at the end of the world , and she was 
to say, ‘Jack, come!’ I’d come” 
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*^And if she bade 


asked his friends. 



‘‘I would go; and I have gone. If she told me to 
jump into the sea, do you think I would not do it? 
But I go; and when she is alone with him, do you 
know what he does? He strikes her. Strikes that 
poor little thing! He has owned to it. She ded from 
him and sheltered with the old woman who ’s dead. 
He may be doing it now? Why did I ever shake 
hands with him? that’s humiliation sufficient, isn’t it? 
But she wished it; and I’d black his boots, curse him, 
if she told me. And because he wanted to keep my 
money in his confounded bank; and because he knew 
he might rely upon my honour and hers, poor dear 
child , he chooses to shake hands with me — me, whom 
he hates worse than a thousand devils — and quite 
right too. Why isn’t there a place where we can go 
and meet, like man to man, and have it over! If "1 
had a ball through my brains I shouldn’t mind, I tell 
you. I Ve a mind to do it for myself, Pendennis. 
You don’t understand me, Yiscount.” 

“II est vrai,” said Florae, with a shrug, “I com- 
prehend neither the suicide nor the chaise-de-poste. 
What will you? I am not yet enough English, my 
friend. We make marriages of convenance in our 
country, que diable, and what follows follows; but no 
scandal afterwards! Do not adopt our institutions 
k demi, my friend. Yous ne me comprenez pas non 
plus, mon pauvre Jack!” 

“There is one way still, I think,” said the third 
of the speakers in this scene. “Let Lord Highgate 
come to Eosebury in his own name, leaving that of Mr. 
Harris behind him. If Sir Barnes Newcome wants 
you, he can seek you there. If you will go, as go 
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you sliould, and God speed you; you can go, and in 
your own name, too.” 

“Parbleu c’est 9a,” cries Florae, speaks like 
a book — tbe Romancier!” I confess, for my part, 
I thouglit that a good woman might plead with liim, 
and touch that manly not disloyal heart now trembling 
on the awful balance between evil and good. 

^*Aiions! let us make to come the draguel” cries 
Florae, “Jack, thou returnest with us, my friend! 
Madame Pendeimis, an angel my friend, a quaJere the 
*niost charming, shall roucoule to thee the sweetest 
sermons. My wife shall tend thee like a mother — a 
grandmother. Go make thy packet!” 

Lord Highgate was very much pleased and relieved 
seemingly. He shook our hands, he said he should 
never forget our kindness, never! In truth the didactic 
part of our conversation was carried on at much greater 
length than as here noted down: and he would come 
that evening, but not with us, thank you; he had a 
particular engagement, some letters he must write. 
Those done he would not fail us, and would be at 
Eosebury by dinner time. 




CHAPTEE IV. 


“One more imfortanate»” 

The Fates did not ordain that the plan should 
succeed which Lord Highgate’s friends had devised for 
Lady Clara’s rescue or respite. He was bent upon 
one more interview with the unfortunate lady; and in 
that meeting the future destiny of their luckless lives' 
was decided. On the morning of his return home, 
Barnes Neweoma had information that Lord Highgate, 
under a feigned name, had been staying in the neigh- 
bourhood. of his house; and had repeatedly been seen 
ill the company of Lady Clara. She may have gone 
out to meet him but for one hour more. She had 
taken no leave of her children on the day when she 
left her home, and, far from making preparations for 
her own departure, had been engaged in getting the 
house ready for the reception of members of the 
family, whose arrival her husband announced as 
speedily to follow his own. Ethel and Lady Ann and 
some of the children were coming. Lord Farintosh’s 
mother and sisters were to follow. It was to he a 
reunion previous to the marriage which was closer to 
unite the two families. Lady Clara said Yes to her 
husband’s orders; rose mechanically to obey his wishes 
and arrange for the reception of the guests; and spoke 
tremblingly to the housekeeper as her husband gibed 
at her. The little ones had been consigned to bed 
early and before Sir Barnes’s arrival. He did not 
think fit to see them in their sleep; nor did their 
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mother. She did not know, as the poor little creatures 
left her room in charge of their niirses, that she looked 
on them for the last time. Perhaps, had she gone to 
their bedsides that evening, had the wretched panic- 
stricken soul been allowed leisure to pause, and to think, 
and to pray, the fate of the morrow might have been 
otherwise, and the trembling balance of the scale have 
inclined to right’s side. But the pause was not allowed 
her. Her husband came and saluted her with his ac- 
customed greetings of scorn, and sarcasm, and brutal 
msuii On a future day he never dared to call a 
servant of his household to testify to his treatment of 
her*, though many were ready to attend to^ prove his 
cruelty and her terror. On that very last night, Lady 
Clara’s maid, a country girl from her father’s house at 
Chanticlere, told Sir Barnes in the midst of a conjugal 
dispute that her lady might bear his conduct hut she 
could not, and that she would no longer live under 
the roof of such a brute. The girl’s interference was 
not likely to benefit her mistress much: the wretched 
Lady Clara passed the last night under the roof of 
her husband and children, unattended save by this 
poor domestic who was about to leave her, in tears 
and hysterical outcries, and then in moaning stupor. 
Lady Clara put to sleep with laudanum, her maid' 
carried down the story of her wrongs to the servants’ 
q^uarters; and half a dozen of them took in their re- 
signation to Sir Barnes as he sat over his breakfast 
the next morning — in his ancestral hall — surrounded 
by the portraits of his august forefathers in his 
happy home. 

Their mutiny of course did not add to their master s 
good humour^ and his letters brought him news which 
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increaged Barnes’s fury. A messeng'er arrived with a 
letter from Ms man of business at Fewcome, upon the 
receipt of which he started up with such an execration 
as frightened the servant waiting on him, and letter 
in hand he ran to Lady Clara’s sitting room* Her 
ladyship was up. Sir Barnes breakfasted rather late 
on the first morning after an arrival at Hewcome. He 
had to look over the bailifip’s books, and to look about 
him round the park and grounds; to curse the garden- 
ers; to damn the stable and kennel grooms; to yell 
at the woodman for clearing not enough or too much"; 
to rail at the poor old work-people brooming away the 
fallen leaves, &c. So Lady Clara was up and dressed 
whenther husband went to her room, which lay at the 
end of the house as we have said, the last of a suite 
of ancestral hails* 

The mutinous servant heard high voice and curses 
within; then Lady Clara’s screams; then Sir Barnes 
hTewcome burst out of the room, locking the door and 
taking the key with him, and saluting with more 
curses James, the mutineer, over whom his master ran. 

^ “Curse your wife, and don’t curse me^ Sir Barnes 
Newcomel” said James, the mutineer: and knnnTrArl 


said James, the mutineer; and knocked 
down a hand which the infuriated Baronet raised 
against him, with an arm that was thrice as strong as 
Barnes s own. This man and maid followed their 
mistress in the sad journey upon which she was bent 
They Seated her with unalterable respect They 
never could be got to see that her conduct was WTong, 
W^hen Baines s counsel subsequently tried to impugn 
thMr testimony, they dared him; and hurt the plain- 
tiff 9 case very much. For the balance had weighed 
over; and it was Barnes himself who caused what now 
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ensued; and wliat we learned in a veiy few liours 
afterwards from Newcome, wbere it was tlie talk of 
tke %vliole neiglibonrhood. 

Florae and I, as jet ignorant of all that was oc- 
curring, met Barnes near bis own lodge-gate riding in 
tlie direction of Newcome, as we were ourselves re- 
turning to E-oseburj. Tbe Prince tbe Montcontour, 
wbo was driving, affably saluted tbe Baronet, wbo 
gave us a scowling recognition, and rode on, bis groom 
behind Mm. “Tbe figure of this garden,” says Florae, 
as our acquaintance passed, “is not agreeable. Of 
pale, be has become livid. I hope these two men will 
not meet, or evil will come!” Evil to Barnes there 
might be, Florae’s companion thought, who knew tbe 
previous little affairs between Barnes and bis uncle 
and cousin; and that Lord Higbgate was quite able 
to take care of himself. 

In half an hour after Florae spoke, that meeting 
between Barnes and Higbgate actually bad taken 
place — in tbe open square of Kewcome, within four 
doors of tbe King’s Arms Inn, close to wbieb lives 
Sir Barnes Neweome’s man of business; and before 
which, Mr. Harris, as be was called, was walking, and 
waiting till a carriage which be bad ordered came 
romid from tbe inn yard. As Sir Barnes Newcome 
rode into tbe place many people touched their bats to 
Mm, however little they loved him. He was bowing 
and smirking to one of these, when be suddenly saw 

He started back, causing his horse to back with 
Mm on to tbe pavement, and it may have been rage 
and fury, or accident and nervousness merely, but at 
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this instant Barnes NewcomOj looking towards Lord 
Highgate, shook Ms whip. ■ 

“Xoii cowardly Yiilain!’’ said the other, springing 
forward. ‘‘I w-as going to your house.’’ 

‘^How dare you, Sir,” cries Sir Barnes, still 
holding up that unlucky cane, “how dare you to — 
to — ” 

“Dare, you scoundrel!” said Belsize. “Is that the 
cane you strike your wife with, you ruffian!” ' Belsize 
seized and tore him out of the saddle, flinging him 
screaming down on the pavement. The horse, rearing 
and making way for himself, galloped down the 
clattering street j a hundred people •were round Sir 
Barnes in a moment 

The carriage which Belsize had ordered came 
round at this very juncture* Amidst the crowd, shrink- 
ing, hustling, expostulating, threatening, who pressed 
about Mm, he shouldered Ms way. Mr. Tapiow’-, aghast, 
was one of the hundred spectators of the scene* 

“I am Lord Higligate,” said Barnes’s adversary. 
“If Sir Barnes Newcome wants me, tell him I will 
send him word where he may hear of me.” And getting 
into the carriage, he told the driver to go ‘‘to the 
usual place.” 

Imagine the hubbub in the town, the conclaves at 
the inns, the talks in the counting-houses , the commo- 
tion amongst the factory people, the paragraphs in the 
hTewcome papers, the bustle of surgeons and lawyers, 
after this event. Oi'owds gathered at the King’s Arms, 
and waited round Mr. Speers, the lawyer’s house, into 
wMch Sir Barnes was carried. In vain policemen told 
them to move on 5 fresh groups gathered after the 
seceders* On the nest day, when Barnes 
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Tvlio was not mucli hurt, had a fly to go home, a 
factory man shook his fist in at the carriage window, 
and, with a curse, said “Serve you right, you villain.” 
It was the man whose sweetheart this Don Juan had 
seduced and deserted years before; whose wrongs were 
well known amongst his mates, a leader in the chorus 
of hatred which growled round Barnes Newcome. 

Barnes’s mother and sister Ethel had reached New- 
come shortly before the return of the master of the 
house. The people there were in disturbance. Lady 
Ann and Miss Newcome came out with pallid looks to 
greet him. He laughed and re-assured them about his 
accident: indeed his hurt had been trifling; he had 
been bled by the surgeon, a little jarred by the fall 
from his horse; but there was no sort of danger. Still 
their pale and doubtful looks continued. What caused 
them? In the open day, with a servant attending her, 
Lady Clara Newcome had left her husband’s house; 
and a letter was forwarded to him that same evening 
from my Lord Highgate, informing Sir Barnes New- 
come, that Lady Clara Pulleyn could bear his tyranny 
no longer, and had left his roof; that Lord Highgate 
proposed to leave England almost immediately, but 
would remain long enough to afford Sir Barnes New- 
come the opportunity for an interview, in case he 
should be disposed to demand one: and a friend (of 
Lord Highgate’s late regiment) was named who would 
receive letters and act in any way necessary for his 

lordship. ^ 

The debates of the House of Lords must tell what 
followed afterwards in the dreary history of Lady Clara 
Pulleyn. The proceedings in the Newcome Divorce 
Bill filled the usual number of columns in the papers, 
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— especially tbe StiE^ay papers. The witnesses were 
examined by learned peers whose business - — ^aay, 
pleasure it seems to be to enter into such matters; 
and, for the ends of justice and morality, doubtless, 
the whole story of Barnes Hewcome’s household was 
told to the British public. In the previous trial in the 
Court of Queen’s Bench, how grandly Serjeant Bow- 
land stood up for the rights of British husbands! with 
what pathos he depicted the conjugal paradise, the 


innocent children prattling round their happy parents, 
the serpent, the destroyer, entering into that Belgra- 


wan Eden; tiie wretched and deserted husband alone 
by his desecrated hearth, and calling for redress on 
his oQifntry! Rowland wept freely during Ms noble 
harangue. At not a shilling under twenty thousand 
pounds would he estimate the cost of his client’s in- 
juries. The jury was very much affected: the evening 
papers gave Rowland’s address, in exienso, with some 
pietty^shai’p raps at the aristocracy in general. The 
‘ Day, ’ Uie principal morning j'onrnal of that period, 
c^ out with a leading article the next morning, in 
which every party concerned and every institution was 
-nocked about. The disgrace of the peerage, the ruin 
ot the monarchy (with a retrospective view of the 
well-known case of Gyges and Candaules), the mon- 
strosity of the ci-ime, and the absurdity of the tribunal 
and the punishment, were all set forth in the terrible 
leading article of the “Day.” 

»®2;t day, Serjeant Ro-#land was 
req^uested to call witnesses to prove that connubial 
happiness which he had depicted so pathetically, he 
had none at hand. 

Oliver, Q. C., now had his innings. A man, a hus- 
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band 5 and a father , Mr. Oliver conld not attempt to ;| 

defend tlie conduct of Ms unfortunate client; but if 
there could be any excuse for such conduct, that ex- 
cuse he was free to confess the plaintiff had afforded, 
whose cruelty and neglect twenty witnesses in court 
were ready to prove — neglect so outrageous, cruelty 
so systematic, that he wondered the plaintiff had not 
been better advised than to bring this trial with all its 
degrading particulars to a public issue. On the very 
day when the ill-omened marriage took place, another 
victim of cruelty had interposed as vainly — as vainly 
as Serjeant Rowland himself interposed in Court to 
prevent this case being made known — and with 
piteous outcries, in the name of outi'aged neglected 
woman, of castaway children pleading in vain for bread, 
had besought the bride to pause, and the bridegroom 
to look upon the wretched beings who, owed him life. 

Why had not Lady Clara Pulieyns friends listened to 
that appeal? And so on, and so on, between Rowland 
and Oliver the battle waged ffercely that day. Many 
witnesses were mauled and slain. Out of that combat 
scarce anybody came well, except the two principal 
champions, Rowland, Serjeant, and Oliver, Q. C. The 
whole country looked on and heard the wretched 
story, not only of Barnes’s fault and Higligate’s fault, 
but of the private peccadilloes of their suborned foot- 
men, and conspiring housemaids. Mr. Justice C. 

Sawyer charged the jury at great length — those men 
were respectable men and fathers of families them- 
selves — of course they dealt full measure to Lord 
Highgate for his delinq^uencies; consoled the injured 
husband with immense damages, and left him free to 
pursue the farther steps for releasing himself altogether 
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froEi tlie tie, wMcli had been bound with affecting 
Episcopal benediction at St. George’s, Hanover 
St|imre. 

So Ladj Clara flies from the cnstody of her tyrant, 
but to what a rescue? The very man who loves her, 
and gives her asylum, pities and deplores her. She 
scarce dares to look out of the windows of her new 
home upon the world, lest it should know and re- 
proach her. All the sisterhood of friendship is cut off 
from her. If she dares to go abroad she feels the 
sneer of the world as she goes through it; and knot's 
that malice and scorn whisper behind her. People, as 
criminal but undiscovered, make room for her, as if 
her touch were pollution. She knows she has darkened 
the lot and made wretched the home of the man whom 
she loves best; that his friends who see her, treat her 
with but a doubtful respect; and the domestics who attend 
her, with a suspicious obedience. In the country 
lanes, or the streets of the county town, neighbours 
look aside as the carriage passes in which she sits 
splendid and lonely. Eough hunting companions of 
her husband’s come to her table: he is driven perforce 
to the company of flatterers and men of inferior sort; 
his equals, at least in his own home, will not live with 
him. She would be kind, perhaps, and charitable to 
the cottagers round about her, but she fears to visit 
them lest they too should scorn her. The clergyman 
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Madame ScMangeiiBad, and Ifadame de Crmcliecassde,- 

and Madame d’lviy, and Messrs. Loder, and Punter, 
and Blackball, and Deuceace will come, and dance, 
and flirt, and quarrel, and gamble, and feast round 
about ber; but what in common with such wild people 
has this poor, timid, shrinking soul? Even these 
scorn her. The leers and laughter on those painted 
faces are quite unlike her own sad countenance. She 
has no reply to their wit. Their infernal gaiety scares 
her more than the solitude at home. No wonder that 
her husband does not like home, except for a short 
while in the hunting season. No wonder that he is 
away all day; how can he like a home which she has 
made so wretched? In the midst of her sorrow, and 
doubt, and misery, a child comes to her: how she 
clings to it! how her whole being, and hope, and 
passion centres itself on this feeble infant! . . but she 
no more belongs to om- story: with the new name she 
has taken, the poor lady passes out of the- history of 
the Newcomes. 

If Barnes Newcome’s children meet yonder solitary 
lady, do they know her? If her once-husband thinks 
upon the unhappy young creature whom his cruelty 
drove from him, does his conscience affect his sleep at 
night? Why should Sir Barnes Newcome’s conscience 
be more squeamish than his country’s, which has put 
money in his pocket for having trampled on the poor 
weak young thing, and scorned her, and driven her to 
ruin? When the whole of the accounts of that 
wretched bankruptcy are brought up for final Audit, 
which of the unhappy partners shall be shown to be 
most guilty? Does the Right Reverend Prelate who 
did the benedictory business for Barnes and Clara his 
The Nemoomes. IV. 5 
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wife repent in secret? Bo the parents who pressed 
the man'iage, and the fine folks wiio signed the book, 
and ate the breakfast, and applauded the bridegroom’s 
speech, feel a little ashamed? 0 Hymen Hynienjee! 
The bishops, beadles, clergy, pew-openers, and other 
officers of the temple dedicated to Heaven under the 
invocation of St. George, will officiate in the same 
place at scores and scores more of such marriages: 
and St. George of England may behold virgin after 
virgin ofiered up to the devouring monster, Mammon 
(with many most respectable female dragons looking 
on) — may see virgin after \drgin given away, just as 
in the Soldan of Babylon’s time, but with never a 
champion to come to the rescue! 
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la which AchiUes loses Briseia* 

Although tlie jbbxs of tlie Marquis of Farmtosli 
were few, lie had spent most of them in the habit of 
command; and, from his childhood upwards, had been 
obeyed by all persons round about him. As an infant 
» he had but to roar, and his mother and nurses were 
as much frightened as though he had been a Libyan 
lion. What he willed and ordered was law amongst 
his clan and family. During the period of his London 
and Parisian dissipations his poor mother did not 
venture to remonstrate with her young prodigal, but 
’’shut her eyes, not daring to open them on his wild 
, coui^ses* As for the friends of his person and house, 
many of whom were portly elderly gentlemen, their 
affection for the young Marquis was so extreme that 
there was no company into which their fidelity would 
not lead them to follow him; and you might see him 
dancing at Mabille with veteran aides-de-camp looking 
on, or disporting with opera dancers at a Trois-Prferes 
banquet, which some old gentleman of his father’s age 
had taken the pains to order. If his lordship Count 
Almaviva wants a friend to carry the ianthorn or to 
hold the ladder; do you suppose there are not many 
most respectable men in society who will act Pigaro? 
When Farintosh thought fit, in the fulness of time and 
the blooming pride of manhood, to select a spouse, 
and to elevate a marchioness to his throne, no one 
dared gainsay him. When he called upon his mother 
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eeS sisters, and tLeir ladysMps’ bangers on and at- 
Jendants; upon Ms own particular kinsmen, led cap- 
tains, and toadies 5 to bow tbe knee and do Iiomage. to 
tlie woman whom ke delighted to Iionour, those 
duteous subjects tremhied and obeyed; in fact, he 
thought that the position of a Marchioness of Farm- 
tosh was under heaven, and before men, so splendid, 
that, had he elevated a beggar-maid to that sublime 
rank, the inferior world was bound to worship her. 

Bo my lord’s lady-mother, and my lord’s sisters, 
and his captains, and Ms players of billiards , and the 
toadies of his august person, all performed obeisance 
to his bride elect, and never q^uestioned the will of 
the young chieftain. What were the private comments 
of the ladies of the family ive had no means of know- 
Ing; but it may naturally be supposed that Ms lord- 
ship’s gentlemen in waiting, Captain Henchman, Jack 
Todhunter, and the rest, had many misgivings of 
their own respecting their patron’s change in life, and 
could not view without anxiety the advent of a mis- 
tress who might reign over him and them, who might 
possibly not like their company, and might exert her 
indaence over her husband to oust these honest fellows 
from places in which they were very comfortable. The 
jovial rogues had the run of my lord’s kitchen, stables, 
cellars, and cigar-boxes. A new marchioness might 
hate hunting, smoking, jolly parties, and toad-eaters 
In general, or might bring into the house favourites of 
her own. I am sure any kind-hearted man of the 
world must feel for the position of these faithful, 
doubtful, disconsolate vassals, and have a sympathy 
for their rueful looks and demeanour as they eye the 
splendid preparations for the ensuing marriage, the 
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furnitures sent to my lord’s- castles and lioiises, 
tie magnificent plate proyided for Ms. tables ~ tables 
„ .at „ wMeli , they, may new have a .knife' and-.fork ;... castles ■ 
, and bouses of wMcb tie poor rogues may never be 
allowed to pass the doors. 

When then, 'Hhe elopement in High Life ” wMcli 
has been described in the previous pages, burst npon 
the tovni in the morning papers, I can fancy the agi- 
tation which the news occasioned in the faithful 
bosoms of the generous Todhunter, and the attached 
Henchman. My lord was not in Ms own house as yet. 
He and his friends still lingered on in the little house 
in J^Iay Fair, the dear little bachelor’s quarters, where 
they had enjoyed such good dinners, such good 
suppers, such rare doings, such a jolly time. I fancy 
^.Hench^ coming down to breakfast and reading the 
“Morning Post.” I imagine Tod dropping in from his 
bed-room over the way, and Hench handing the paper 
over to Tod, and the conversation which ensued be- 
tween those worthy men. Elopement in high life — 
excitement in K — come, and flight of lady Cl — 
N — come, daughter of the late and sister of the present 
Earl of D— rkiog, with Lord H— gate; personal ren- 
contre between Lord H — gate and Sir B — nes N — come. 
Extraordinary disclosures. I say, I can fancy Hench 
and Tod over this awful piece of news. 

“Pretty news, ain’t it, Toddy?” says Henchman, 
looking up from a Perigord-pie, which the faithful 
creature is discussing. 

“Always expected it,” remarks the other. “Any* 
body who saw them together last season must have 
known it. The chief himself spoke of it to me.” 

“It’ll cut him up awfully when he reads it. Is it 
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ia the ^Morning Post?’ He !ias tlie ‘Post’ in Hs bed- 
room. I know be bas rung Ms bell: I beard it. Bow« 
man, bas Ms iordsMp read bis paper yet?” 

Bowman 5 tbe valet, said, '“I believe you, be fime 
read bis paper. When be read it, be jumped out of bed 
and swore most awful. I cut as soon as I could,” 
continued Mr. Bowman, wbo was on familiar — nay, 
contemptuous, terms with tbe other two gentlemen. 

“Enough to make any man swear,” says Toddy to 
Henchman*, and both were alarmed in their noble souls, 
redacting that their chieftain was now actually getting 
up and dressing himself; that he would speedily, and 
in the course of nature, come down stairs; and then, 
most probably, would begin swearing at them. 

The most noble Mungo Malcolm Angus was in an 
awful state of mind when, at length, be appeared im 
tbe breakfast-room. “Why tbe dash do you make a 
tap-room of this?” he cries. The trembling Henchman 
who bas begun to smoke — as be has done a hundred 
times before in this bachelor’s ball — flings bis cigar 
into the fire. 

“There you gO: — nothing like it! Wliy don’t you 
fling some more in? You can get ’em. at Hudson’s for 
five guineas a pound;” bursts out tbe youthful peer. 

“I understand why you are out of sorts, old boy,” 
says Henchman, stretching out his manly hand. A tear 
of compassion twinkled in his eyelid, and coursed 
down his mottled cheek. “Cut away at old Frank, 
Farintosh, - — a fellow who has been attached to you 
since before you could speak. It ’s not when a fellow ’s 
down and cut up, and riled — naturally riled — as 
you are, — ^ I know you are, Marquis; it’s not then 
that I’m going to be angry with you. ■ Pitch Into old 
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Frank Henclainan — hit away, mj young one.” Ancl 
Frank put liimself into an attitude as of one pi^epared 
to receive a pugilistic assault. He bared bis breast, 
as it were, and showed his scars, and said, Strike!” 
Frank Henchman was a florid toady. My uncle, 

\ Major Pendennis, has often laughed with me about the 

fellow’s pompous flatteries and ebullient fidelity. 

^‘You have read this confounded paragraph?” says 
the Marquis. 

^ “We have read it: and were deucedlvL^cut up, too,” 
says Henchman, “for your sake, my d® boy.” 

“I remembered what you said, last year, Marquis,” 
cries Todhuiiter (not unadroitly)* “You, yourself, 
pointed out, in this very room, I recollect, at this 
very table — that night Coralie and tlie little Spanish 
dancer, and her mother supped here, and there was a 
v;,: ■ yourself, • ; ;poihted.::^;:qut;' 
what was likely to happen. I doubted it; for I have 
dined at the Newcomes’, and seen Highgate and her 
together in society often. But though you are a younger 
bird, you have better eyes than I have — and you 
; saw the thing at once — at once, don’t you remember? 

and Ooraiie said how glad she was, because Sir Barnes 
ill-treated her friend. What was the name of Goralie’s 

“How should I know her confomtded name?” 

• Henchman briskly answers. “What do I care for Sir 

Barnes Hewcome and his private affairs? He is no 
friend of mine. I never said he was a friend of mine. 

I never said I liked him. Out of respect for the Chief 
here, I held my tongue about Mm, and shall hold my 
tongue. Have some of this pli.t4, Chief! Ho? Poor 
old boy. I know you haven’t got an appetite. I know’ 
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tMs news cuts you up. I sa,y nothing', and make no 
pretence of condolence; though I feel for you — and 
you know you can count on old Frank Henchman — 
don’t you, Malcolm?’' xlnd again he turns away to 
conceal Ms gallant sensibility and generous emotion. 

‘*What does it matter to me?” bursts out the Mar- 
garnishing his conversation with the usual ex- 
pletives which adorned his eloquence when he was 
strongly moved. “What do I care for Barnes New- 
come, and h^confounded affairs and family? I neve:|: 
want to see mm again, but in the light of a banker, 
when I go to the City, where he keeps my account. 
I say, I have nothing to do with him, or all the New- 
comes under the sun. Why, one of them is a painter, 
and will paint mj dog, Katcatcher, by Jove! or my 
horse, or my groom, if I give him the order. Do jm 
think I care for any one of the pack? It’s not the 
fault of the Marchioness of Farintosh that her family 
is not equal to mine. Besides two others in England 
and. Scotland, I should like to know what family is? 
I tell you what, Hench. I bet you five to two, that 
before an hour is over, my mother will be here, and 
down on her knees to me, begging me to break off this 
engagement.” 

“And what will you do, Farintosh,” asks Hench- 
man, slowly. “Will you break it off?” 

“No!” shouts the Marquis. “Why shall I break 
off with the finest girl in England — and the best- 
plucked one, and the cleverest and wittiest, and the 
most beautiful creature, by Jove, that ever stepped, 
for no fault of hers, and because her sister-in-law 
leaves her brother, who I know treated her infernally? 
We have talked this matter over at home before. 
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I wouldn’t dine with the fellow; though he was always 
asking me; nor meet^ except just out of civility^ any 
of his confounded family. Lady Ann Is different. She 
is a lady^.she is. She is a good woman: and Kew- is^ 
a most 'respectable maUj though he Is only a peer^ 
of George III.’s creation, and yon should hear how he 
speaks of Miss Fewcome, though she refused him. 

I should like to know who is to prevent me marrying 
Lady Ann Newcomers daughter?” 

‘'By Jove, you are a good-plucked fellow, Earin' 
tosh — ~ give me ypj^'^«hf'!i#^44d boy,” says Henchman. 


“Heh! 
hand, old 
I tell you 
But I knoj 
a man o; 
Sir; and 
knees all 
The ju^t: 



ice 


said, give me your 
temined ; Hmachb 
jiat sort of thing, 
and I lenow a&y Wace; and when 
hiK^or13[,|iie sticks to it, 
jhd^^ihy sistfrs/"may go on their 
Jove-j i woirt iinoh.” 


t(>rd Earintosh’s views "was speedily 
proved hj .^appeamneti of Ms , Jbrdship’s mother, 
Lady Glenli^tY whose aniv^ p#!it a stop to a con- 
versation whicm*€^gtain Era^r Henchman has often- 
subsequently narrafe!®**^fe besought .to see her son 
in terms so urgent, that the young nobleman could 
not be denied to his parent; and, no doubt, a long 
and interesting interview took place, , in which Lord 
Earintosh’s mother passionately implored him to break 
off a match upon 'which he was as resolutely bent. 

Was it a sense of honour, a longing desire to 
possess this young beauty, and call her Ms own, or a 
fierce and profound dislike to being balked in any 
object of his wishes, which actuated the young lord? 
Certainly he had borne, very philosophically, delay 
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after ielay, wHcli had taken place in the devised 
union; and being q^nite sta*e of Ms mistress^ had not 
cared to press on the marriage, bnt lingered over the 

f regs of his bachelor cup complacently stilL We all 
mw In what an affecting farewell he took leave of the 
associates of his V 2 e de gargon: the speeches made (in 
both languages), the presents distributed, the tears 
and hysterics of some of the guests assembled; the 
cigar-boxes given over to this friend, the hrin of dia- 
monds to that, et csctera, et c«Btera, et csetera. Don’t 
we know? If we don’t it is not Henchman’s fault, 
who has told the story of Farintosh’s betrothals a thou- 
sand and one times at Ms clubs, at the houses where 
he is asked to dine, on account of his intimacy with 
the nobility, among the young men of fashion, or no 
fashion, whom this two-bottle Mentor, and burly p-d- 
mirer of youth, has since taken upon himself to form. 
The farewell at Greenwich was so affecting that all 
^Hraversed the cart,” and took another farewell at 
Kichmond, where there was crying too, but it was 
Eucharis cried because fair Calypso wanted to tear 
her eyes out; and where not only Telemachus (as was 
natural tOj|]iis age), but Mentor likewise, quaffed the 
wine-cup too freely. You are virtuous, 0 reader! but 
there are still cakes and ale. Ask Henchman if there 
be not You will fine! him in the Park any afternoon; 
he will dine with you if no better man ask him in the 
interval. He will tell you story upon story regarding 
young Lord Farintosh, and his marriage, and what 
happened before his marriage, and afterwards; and he 
will sigh , weep almost at some moments, as he narrates 
their subsequent quarrel, and Farintosh’s unworthy 
conduct, and tells. you how he formed that young man. 
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I My nHcle and Caj^tain Henclimaii disEked eack other „ 

I very mncli , I am sorry to say — sorry to add that it ' : 

was very amusing to hear either one of them syeak ^ / 

! of the other. - 

Lady Glenlivat^ according to the Captain, then, 

4 had no success in the interview with her son; who, 
unmoved by the maternal tears, commands, and en- 
treaties, swore he would marry Miss Newcome, and 
that no power on earth should prevent Mm. “As if 
trying to thwart that man — could ever prevent his 
having his way!” ejaculated his quondam friend. 

But on the next day, after ten thousand men in 
clubs and coteries had talked the news over; after the 
evening had repeated and improved the delightful theme 
of our “morning contemporaries;” after Calypso and 
Euclpris driving together in the park, and reconciled 
now, had kissed their hands to Lord Parintosh, and 
made him their compliments — after a night of natural 
doubt, disturbance, defiance, fury — as men whispered 
to each other at the club where his lordship dined, and 
at the theatre where he took his recreation — after an 
awful time at breakfast in which Messrs. Bowman, 
valet, and Todhunter and Henchman, captains of the 
Parintosh body-guard , ail got their share of kicks and 
growling — behold Lady Glenlivat came back to the 
charge again; and tMs time with such force that poor 
^ Lord Parintosh was shaken indeed. 

Her ladyship’s ally was no other than Miss New- 
come herself; from whom Lord Parintosh’s mother re- 
ceived, by that day’s post, a letter, which she was 
commissioned to read to her son. 

“Bear Madam (wrote the young lady in her firmest 
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Iiand-wiitmg), Mamma is at tMs moment in a state 
of siieii grief md dismag at the cruel misfortune and 
Immlliatim wMch has just befallen oiir family, that she 
Is really not able to mite -to yon as she oug/d, and 
this task, palnfel as it is, must he mine. Bear Lady 
G-lenliTatj the kindness and confidence which I have 
ever received from yon and gours^ merit truth, and 
most grateful respect and regard from me. And I feel 
after the late fatal occurrence, what I have often and 
often owned to myself though I did not dare to acknow- 
ledge it,' that I ought to release Lord F. at once Ixnd 
for ever^ from -an engagement which he eouM never tlmik 
of maintaining with a family so unfortunate as ours, 
I thank . Mm with all mj heart for Ms goodness in 
bearing with my humonrs so long; if I have given him 
pain, as I know I have sometimes, I beg his pardon, 
and would do so on mg hues, I hope and pray he 
may be happy, as I feared he never could be with me. 
He has many r good and noble qualities; and, in bid- 
ding him farewell,- 1 trust I may retain his friendship, 
and that he' will believe in the esteem and gratitude 
of your most, sincere, Hewcome.” 

A copy of this farewell letter was seen by a lady 
who happened -to be a neighbour of Miss Hewcome’s 
when the family misfortune occuiTed, and to whom, in 
her natural dismay and grief , the young lady fied for 
comfort and consolation. ^‘Dearest Mrs. Pendennis,” 
wrote Miss Ethel to my wife, “I hear you are at Eose- 
bnryi do,^, do- come to yom* affectionate E. The 
next day, it was' — ‘^Dearest Laura. If you can, pray, 
pray ^ come to Newcome this morning. I want very 
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suit you. about sometbing most importmit.^^ Madame 
de Moatcoutour s pony-caniage was ti’ottiag constantly 
between Eosebnrj and Newcome in these days of ca- 
lamity. / ■ ^ 

And my wife, as in duty bound, gave me full re- 
I ports of all that happened in that house of mourning, 
f On the very day of the flight, Lady Ann, her daugh- 
ter, and some others of her family arrived at l!7ewcorae. 
The deserted little girl, Barnes’s eldest child, ran, with 
: tears and cries of joy, to her aunt Ethel, whom she 

: had’* always loved better than her mother; and clung to 

her and embraced her; and, in her artless little words, 

I told her that mamma had gone away, and that Ethel 
should be her mamma now. Yery strongly moved by 
the misfortune, as by the caresses and affection of the 
poor orphaned creature, Ethel took the little girl to 
' her hurt, and , promised to be a mother to her, and^' 
I; . would not leave her; in which pious resolve 

I I scarcely need say Lama strengthened her, when, at 
I her young friend’s urgent summons, my vufe came 
to her. 

The household at Newcome was in a state of dis- 
organisation after the catastrophe. Two of Lady Clara's 
servants, it has been stated already, went away with 
her. The luckless master of the house wms lying 
wounded in the neighbouring town. Lady Ann hTew- 
i come, his mother, was terribly agitated by tbe news, 
L which was abruptly broken to her, of the flight of her 
; daughter-in-law and her son’s danger. Mow she thought 
of flying to Mewcome to nurse him; and then feared 

i lest she should be ill received by the invalid — indeed, 
ordered by Sir Barnes to go home, and not to bother 
him. So at home Lady Ann remained, where the 
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distinct maleclietions growled about Sk Bafties’s .eliair 
wben lie beheld my wife’s pony-carriage drive up: and 

lie asked wkat k-ougkt to here? But Ethel sternly 
toI<J_ her brother that Mrs. Pendennis came at her 
particular request, and asked him whether he sup- 

posed anybody could come into that bouse for pleasure 
motive but kindness? Upon 
•vvbiclij Sir Barnes fairly burst out into tears, inter- 
mingkd wdtb execrations against his enemies and bis 
own fate, and assertions that he was the most miser- 
able beggar alive. He would not see bis cbildren* 
but With more tears he would implore Ethel never to 
leave them, and, anon, would ask what bo should 
do^wben she married, and be was left alone in that 
Bifernal bouse? 

T. Potts, Esq., of the “Hewcome .Independent,” 
useu to say afterwards that the Baronet was in the 
dxrest terror of another meeting with ' Lord Highgate, 
and kept a policeman at the lodge-gate, and a second 
m the kitchen, to interpose in e^^ent of a collision. 
Lut Mr. Potts made this statement in after days w^ben 
tiie quarrel betw'eeii bis party and paper and Bir Barnes 
JNewcome was flagrant. Five or six days after the 
meeting of the two rivals in Newcome maiket-place 
Kbr Barries received a letter from the friend of Lord 
Hlgbgate, informing him that bis lordship, bavino> 
waited for him according to promise, bad now left 
England, and presumed that the differences between 

tliem were to be settled by tbeir respective lawyers 

infamous behaviour on a par with the rest of Lord 
Higbgate’s villainy, the Baronet said. “When the 
seoundrei knew I could lift my pistol arm,” Barnes 
said, Lord Higbgate fled the country*,” — thus bint- 
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mg iliat fleatli, and not damages, were wliat lie intended 
to ’seek from Ks enemy. 

After tkat interview in wliicli Ettel comtmmicated 
to Laura lier farewell letter to Lord Farintosli, my 
wife returned 'to Eosebnry witk an extraordinary brigkt- 
ness and gaiety in lier face and lier demeanour. Ske 
pressed Madame de Montcontoiir''s liands witk suck 
warmtk, site binsked and looked so liandsome, she 
sang and talked so gaily, that our host was struck by 
her beha%nonr, and paid her husband more compli- 
ments regarding her beauty, amiability, and other 
good qualities, than need be set down here. It may 
be that I like Paul de Florae so muck, in spite of 
certain undeniable faults of character, because of his 
aclmii'ation for my wife. She was in such a hiirry to 
talk to me, that night, that Paul’s game and Nicotian 
amusements were cut short by her visit to the billiard- 
room; and when we wei’e alone by the cossy dressing- 
room lire, she told me what had happened during the 
day* Why should; Etkel’s refusal of Lord Farintosli 
have so much elated mj wife? 

cries Mrs. Pendennis, “she has a generous 
nature, and the world has not had time to spoil it. 
Do you know there are many points that she never 
has thought of — I would say problems that she has 
to work out for herself, only you, Pen, do not like us 
poor ignorant women to use such a learned word as 
problems. Life and experience force things upon her 
mind whieh others learn from their parents or those 
who educate them, but for which she has never had 
any teachers. ^ Nobody has ever told' her, Arthur, that 
it was wrong to marry without love, or pronounce 
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liglitly tiiose awful vows wMcIi we utter before God at 
tlie altar* ^ I believe, if siie knew tbat her life was 
futile, Jt is but of late slie bas thought it could be 
otherwise, and that she might mend it I have read 
(besides that poem of Goethe of which you are so fond) 
in books of Indian tiravels of Bayaderes, dancing gii'ls 
brought up by troops round about the temples, whose 
calling is to dance, and wear jewels, and look beauti- 
ful, I believe they are quite respected in — ■ in Pagoda- 
land* They perform before the priests in the pagodas; 
and the Brahmins and the Indian princes marry them. 
Can we cry out against tliese poor creatures, or against 
the custom of their country? It seems to me that 
young women in our world are bred up in a way not 
very different. ' What they do they scarcely know to 
bq wrong. They are educated for the world, and 
taught to display: their mothers will give them to the 
richest suitor, as they themselves were given before. 
How can these think seriously, Arthur, of souls to be 
saved, weak hearts to be kept out of temptation, prayers 
to be uttered, and a better world to be held always 
in view, when the vanities of tliis one are all their 
thought and scheme? EtheFs simple talk made me 
smile sometimes, do you know, and her strenuous way 
of imparting her discoveries. I thought of the shepherd 
boy who made a watch, and found on taking it into 
the town how very many watches there were, and how 
much better than his. But the poox' child has had to 
make hers for herself, such as it is; and, indeed, is 
employed now in working on it. She told me very 
artlessly her little history , Arthur ; it affeete d me to hear her 
simple talk, and and I blessed God for our mother, my 

dear, and that my early days had had a better guide* 

fiiB KBimomes, IV* 6 
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'^Yon know tkat for a long time it was settled ikat 
ske was to mmry her eonsiii Lord Kew. She was bred 
to that notioa' from her earliest youth; about which she 
spoke as we all cm about our early days. They were 
spent, she said, iu the nursery and schoolroom for the 
most part. She was allowed to come to her mother’s 
dressing-room, and sometimes to see more of her. during 
the winter at.E'ewcome, She describes her mother as 
always the kindest of the kind; but from very early 
times the daughter must have felt her own superiority^ 
I think, though she does not speak of it You should 
see her at home now in their dreadful calamity. She 
seems the only person of the house who keeps her head. 

^‘Siie told _ very nicely and modestly how it was 
Lord Kew who parked' from her, not she who had dis- 
missed him, as you know the Newconies used to say* 
I have heard that oh — that man Sir Barnes sav 
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he was a boy, he used to sneer at papa openly before 
us younger ones. Now Haniet admires everything that 
Kew says and that makes, her a great deal happier at 
being with Inm.’ And then,” added Sirs. Pendenuis, 
Jitlxel said, I hope you respect your husband, Laura: 
depend on it you will be happier if you do. Was not 
tliat^a fane discovery of Ethel’s, Mr. Pen? 

“‘Clara’s terror of Barnes frightened me w'hen I 
stayed m the house,’ Ethel went on. ‘I am sure I 
.would not tremble before any man in the world as she 
tilt . 1 saw eai-ly that she used to deceive him, and 

ell him lies, Laura. I do not mean lies of words 
atone, but lies of looks and actions. Oh! I do not 
wonder at her flying from him. He was dreadful to 
be with: cruel, and selfish, and cold. He was made 
worse by man-ying a woman he did not love; as she 
was. by that unfortunate union with him. Suppose he 
iiacl tound a clever woman who could have controlled 
iun and amused him, and whom he and his friends 
could have admired, instead of poor Clara, who made 
his home wearisome, and trembled when he entered it? 
suppose she could have married that unhappy man to 
whom she was attached early? I was frightened, Laura, 
worldly maniage had prospered. 

My poor grandmother, whenever I spoke upon 
such a subject, would break out into a thousand gibes 
and sarcasms, and point to many of our friends who 
had made love-matches, and were quarrelling now as 
fiercely as though they had never loved each other. 
.You remember that dreadful case in Erance of the 
Uuc de who murdered his duchess? That was a 
love-match, and I can remember the sort of screech 
with which Lady Kew used to speak about it; and 
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of the journal wMci the poor dncliess kept, and in 
which she noted 'down all her kisbaiicrs ill behaviour.^” 

“Hiish, Laura! Do you remember where we are? 
If the princess were to put down all Florae’s culpabi- 
lities in m album, what a ledger it would be — as 
big as Dr. Portman’s Chrysostom!” But this' was 
parenthetical: and after a smile, and a little respite, 
the young woman proceeded in her narration of her 
friend's history. 

“'I w^as willing enough to listen,’ Ethel said, Ho, 
grandmamma then: for we are glad of an excuse to do 
m^hat we like; and I liked admiration, and rank, and 
great T¥6alth, Laura; and Lord Farintosh offered me 
these. I liked to surpass my companions, and I saw 
thm so eager in pursuing him! You cannot think, 
Laura, what meannesses women in the world will com- 
mit — mothers and daughters too, in the pursuit of a 
person of his great rank. Those Miss Burrs, you 
should have seen them at the country houses where 
wa visited together, and how they followed Mm; how 
they would meet him in the parks and shrubberies; 
how they liked smoking though I knew it made theni 
ill; how they were always finding pretexts for getting 
near him! Oh, it was odious!’” 

I would not willingly interrupt the narrative, but 
let the reporter be allowed here to state that at this 
point of Mss iJ^’ewcome s story (which my wife gave 
with a very pretty imitation of the girl’s manner), we 
both burst out laughing so loud that little Madame de 
Montcontour put her head into the drawing-room and 
asked what we was a laughing at? We did not tell 
our hostess that poor Ethel and her grandmother had 
been accused of doing the very same thing, for which 
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8 ho found fault with the Misses, Burr. Miss Newcome 
. * iimocent, or how should she have 

naughty bebanour of otlser people? 
we went, however,’ resumed my wife’s 
‘it was easy to see, I think I may 
was the object of Lord 
)llowed us everywhere ; 

. go upon any visit in England or 
, was ill the same house. Grand- 

^ mammas whole heart was bent upon that marriaa-e, 
and when he proposed for me I do not disown that 
1 was veij pleased and vain. 

It is in these last months that I have heard about 
inm ^ore, and learned to know him better — him and 
mjself too, Laura. Some one — some one you know 
and whom I shall always love as a brother — re- 
preached me in former days for a worldliness about 
which you talk too sometimes. But it is not worldly 
o give yourself up for your family, is it? One cannot 
help the rank in which one is born, and surely it is 
but natural and proper to marry in it. Not that Lord 
L' Mintosh thinks me or any one of his rank. ^ (Here 
Miss Ethel laughed.) He is the Sultan, and we, every 
unmarried girl in society, is his humblest slave. His 
Majesty s opinions upon this subject did not suit me 
I can assure you: I have no notion of such pride! ’ 

.1 * ^ disguise from you, dear Laura, 

foat after accepting him, as I came to Icnow him 
better,_ and heard him, and heard of him, and talked 
with him daily, and understood Lord Earintosh’s cha- 
ractw, I looked forward with more and more doubt to 
the day w-hen I was to become his wife. I have not 
learned to respect Mm 7n mATtfbo +1...+ t — 


thoiiglit herself quite 
cried out at the 
“^Wherever 

jotmg penitent, ‘it was < 
say so without vanity, who 
Farintosh’s attention. He i 
and we could not 
Scotland but he 
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known Iiim,^ and during wkieli tliere lias been nionm- 
ing in our families. I will not talk to you about him; 
I have no right, have I? — to hear Mm speak out Ms 
heart, and tell it to any fiiend. He said he liked me 
because I did not flatter Mm. Poor Malcolm! they all 
do. What was my acceptance of Mm, Laura, but 
flattery? Yes, flattery, and servility to rank, ami a 
desire to possess it. Would I have accepted j)laiK 
Malcolm Eoy? I sent away a better than him, Laura 
These things have been brooding in my mind 
for some months past. I must have been but an ill 
companion for Mm, and indeed he bore with my way- 
wardness much more kindly than I ever thouglat pos- 
sible; and when four days since we came to this sad 
house, where he was to "have joined us, and I found 
only dismay and wretchedness, and these poor chil- 
dren deprived of a mother, wdiom I pity, God help 
her, for she has been made so miserable — and is now 
and must be to the end of her days; — as I lay 
awake, thinking of my own future life, and that I was 
going to marry, as poor Clara had married, but for an 
establishment and a position in life; I, mj own mis- 
tress, aiid not obedient by nature, or a slave to others 
as that poor creature was — I thought to myself, why 
shall I do this? How Clara has left us, and is, as it 
were, dead to us who made her so unhappy, let me be 
the mother to her orphans. I love the little girl, and 
she has always loved me, and came crying to me that 
day when we amved, and put her dear little arms 
round my neck, and said, You won’t go away, will 
you, aunt Ethel? in her sweet voice. And I will stay 
with- her; , and will try and learn myself that I may 
teach her; and learn ^ to be good too — better than I 
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been. Will praying lielp me, Laura? I 513. I am 
, sure I was right, and that it Is my dntj to stay here? ” 

Laura was greatly moved as she told her friend’s 
confession; and when the next day at church the 
'! clergyman read the opening words of the service I 

^ thought a peculiar radiance and happiness ‘ beamed 

1*^ from her bright face. 

I 

^ Some subsequent occurrences in the history of this 

I branch of the Newcome family I am enabled to re- 

I port from the testimony of the same informant who 

has Just given us an account of her own feelings and 
^ ’I life. Miss Ethel and my wife were now in daily com- 

niunication, and ‘‘my-dearesting” each other with that 
j female fervour, which, cold men of the world as we 

I , only chary of warm expressions of friend’* 

'|sr ship, but averse to entertaining warm feelings at all — - 

. we surely must admire in persons of the inferior sex, 

whose Joves grow up and reach the ■ skies in a nighty 
who kiss, embrace, console, call each other by Chris- 
tian names, in that vsweet, kindly sisterhood of Mis- 
fortune and Compassion who are always entering into 
partnership here in life. I say the world is full of 
Miss Nightingales ; and we, sick and wounded in our- 
private Scutaris, Iiave countless nurse-tenders. I did 
not see my wife, ministering to the afflicted family at 
L Kewcome Park; but I can fancy her there amongst 

^ women and children, her prudent counsel, her 

thousand gentle offices, her apt pity and cheerfulness, 
the love and truth glowing in her face, and inspiring 
her words, movements, demeanour. 

Mrs. Pendennis’s husband for his part did not at- 
tempt to console Sir Barnes Newcome Newcome, 
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Baronet. I nearer professed to haTe a halfpeimjwortls 
of pitj at that gentleman’s command. Florae, who 
owed Barnes his principality, and his present comforts 
In life, did make; some futile efforts at condolence, but 
iTas received hj the Baronet with such fierceness, and 
evident ill-hnmonr, that he did not care to repeat Ms 
visits, and , allowed him to vent his enrses and peevish- 
ness on his own immediate dependents. We used to 
ask Lanra on her return to Bosehnrj from her chaii* 
ty-visits to Ncwcome about the poor suffering master 
of the house. She faltered and stammered in descri^ 
bing him and what she heard of him; she smiled, I 
grieve to say , for this unfortunate lady cannot help 
having a sense of humour; and we could not help 
laughing outright sometimes at the idea of that dis- 
comfited wretch, that overbearing creature overborne 
in his turn — which laughter Mrs. Laura used to chide 
as veiy natighty and unfeeling.' When we vent into 
Newcome the landlord of the King’s Arms looked 


knowing and qiiizMcal: Tom Potts grinned at me and 
rubbed his hands, “This business serves the paper 


better than Mr. Warrington’s articles,” says Mr. Potts. 
“We have sold no end of Independents; and if you 
polled the whole borough, I bet that five to one would 
say Sir Screwcome Sci’eweotne was served right. Py 
the way, what’s up about the Marquis of Parintosh, 
Mr. Pendenais? He arrived at the Arms last night; 
went over to the Park this morning, and is gone back 
to town by the afternoon train.” 

What had happened between the Marquis of Farin- 
tosh and Miss Hewcome I am enabled to know from 
the report of Miss Hewcome’s confidante. On the re- 
ceipt of that letter of eonge which has been mentioned 



m a former chapter, his lordship must haw been very 
much excited, for he left town straightway by that 
evenings mail, and on the next morning, after a few 
hours of rest at his inn, was at Neweomo Lodge-aatt> 
demanding to sec the Baronet. 

On that morning it chanced that Sir Barnes had 
left homo with Mr. Speers, his legal adviser; and here- 
upon the Marquis asked to see Miss Newcome; nor 
coiiM the lodge-keeper venture to exclude so distin- 
guished a person from the park. His lordsHp drove 
uu! house, and his name was taken to hCss 

hthel. She turned very pale when she heard it; and 
my w'lfe divined at once who was her vi.sitor. Lady 
Ann had not left her room as yet. Laura Pendennis 
reinamed in command of the little conclave of children, 
with whom the two ladies were sitting when Lord 
i anntosh arrived. Little Clara wanted to go with her 
aunt as she rose to leave the room — the child could 
scarcely be got to part from her now. 

^ At the end of an hour the carriage w'as seen dri- 
ving away, and Ethel returned looking as pale as 
before, and red about the eyes. Miss Clara’s mutton 
chop tor dinner coming in at the same time, the child 
was not so presently eager for her aunt’s company. 
Aunt Etliel cut up the mutton chop very neatly and 
then Laving seen the child comfortably seated at her 
meal, went with her friend into a neighbouring apart- 
ment (of course,^ with some pretext of showing Laura 
a picture, or a piece of china, or a new child’s frock, or 
with s(rae other hypocritical pretence by which the inge- 
nuous female attendants pretended to.be utterly blinded), 
and there, I have no doubt, before beginning her story, 
dearest Laura embraced dearest Etbel. and vice 
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IS gomV^ at lengtli gasps dearest EtlieL 
^^Four toiijotirs? poor young man!” sighs dearest 
Laura, ^n¥as lie very unhappy, Ethel?” 

was more angry,” Ethel answers, “He had a 
right to be hurt, but not to speak as 
his temper <juite at last, 
irantic reproaches. He forgot all 


he did. He lost 
, and broke out in the most 
' "I respect and even 
gentieunmlike behaviour. Do you know he used words 
— words such as Barnes uses sometimes when he is 
aogry! and dared this language to me! I was sorry 
till then, very sorry, and very much moved; but»] 
know more than ever now, that I was right in refusing 
Lord Pariiitosh.” 

Dearest Laura now pressed for an account of all 
that had happened, wliich may be brieiiy told ^ as 
follows. Feeling very deeply upon the subject which 
brought him to Miss Newcomc, it was no -wonder that 
Lord Farintosh spoke at first in a way which moved 
Iier. He said he thought her letter to his mother was 
veiy rightly written under the circumstances, and 
thanked her for her generosity in offering to release 
him from his engagement. But the affair — the painful 
circumstance of Highgate, and that — which had 
happened in the Newcome family, was no fault of 
Miss Kewcome’s, and Lord Farintosh could not think 
of holding her accountable. His friends had long 
urged Mm to marry, and it was by his mother’s own 
wish that the engagement was formed, which he was 
determined to maintain. In his course through the 
world (of which he was getting very tired), he had 
never seen a woman, a lady who was so — you under- 
stand, E&el ~ whom he admired so much, who was 
likely to ’ make , so good a wife for him as you are* 


the newcomes. 
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Tou allude, he contmued, “to differences we have 
had ~ and we Aave had them — but many of them 
I own, have been from my fault. I have been S 

Sln’it^ifT^r »en. I cannot 

imip It if I have had temptations to which other men 

are not e.vposed; and have been placed by - by St 
^dence - in a high rank of life; I am'^sure ff you 
share it with me yon will adorn it, and be in every 
way worthy of it, and make me much better than J 
have been. If you knew what a night of agony I 
passed after my mother read that letter to me 1 
itt ^ Ihnowyon would. The 

icadfnlly alarmed when she saw the state I was in; 

. was the Boctor — I assure yon he was. And I 

von eome down to yon; and say that I adored 

3 on, and you only; and that I would hold to my en- 
gagement m spite of everything — and prove to^ you 
that — that no man in the world could love you more 
wneei-ely than I do.” Here the young gentleman was 
so overcome th.at he paused in his speech, and gave 

been in wbo' bas 

blTme bi? t^ondition with Lord Farintosh will 

Miss Hewcome was also much touched by tin’s ex- 
hibition of natural feeling; and, I dare say, it was at 
this time ^at ber eyes showed the first symptoms of 
th^^ malady of which the fraces were visible an houi- 

T,' ,fe ™ry generous and kind to me. Lord 

vmTmifV honours me 

veiy much, and proves how good and loyal you are; 
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What career, in God’s iianae?” ci’ies tlic asionislied 
suitor* ^ Huiiiiiiated, Ethel? Who’s ^oiu^ to Iitiixii'* 
' liato you? I suppose there is no' wotaan in England 
who need be humiliated by becoming 'my wife, I 
should like to see the one that I can’t pretend to — 
or to royal blood if I like : it ’s not better than mine. 
Humiliated, indeed! That 2s news. Ha! ha! You 
don’t suppose that your pedigree , which I know ail 
about, and the Hewcome family, with your barber- 
su^eon to Edward the Confessor, are equal to — ” 
“To yours? No. It is not veiy long that I haye 
learned to disbelieve in that story altogether. I fancy 
it was an odd whim of my poor father’s, and that our 
family were quite poor people.” 

“I imew it,” said Lord Farintosh. “Do you suppose 
there was not plenty of women to tell it me?” 

“It was not because we were poor that I am 
ashamed,’^ Ethel went on, “That cannot be our fault, 
though some of us seem to think it is, as they hide 
the truth so. One of my uncles used to tell me that 
my grandfather’s father was a labourer in Newcoine: 
but I was a child then, and liked to believe the pret- 
tiest story best.” 

“As if it matters!” cries Lord Farintosh. 

“As if it matters in your wife? n^esUce past I 
never thought that it would. I should have told you, 
as it was my duty to tell you all. It was not my an- 
cestors you cared for; and it is you yourself that your 
wife must swear before heaven to love.’* 

“Of course it’s me,” answers the young man, not 
quite understanding the train of ideas in his compa- 
nion’s mind. “And I’ve given up every thing — - 
everything and have broken oF with my old habits 
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and — • and tlimgs jou know and intend to lead a 
regtilar life — and will never go to TattersalFs again : 
nor bet a sMiling; nor toucli another cigar if you like 

— that is, if you don’t like; for I love you so, Ethel 

— I do, with 'all my heart I do!” 

'‘You are very generous and kind, Lord Farintosh,” 
Ethel said. “It is myself, not you, I doubt 0! I am 
luiiniliated to make such a confession I” 

“How humiliated?” Ethel withdrew the hand which 
the young nobleman endeavoured to seize. , 

“If,” she continued, “if I found it was your birth, 
and your name, and your wealth that I coveted, and 
had nearly taken, ought I not to feel humiliated, and 
ask pardon of yon and of God? Oh, what perjuries 
poor Clara was made to speak, — and see what has 
befallen her! We stood by and heard her without 
being shocked. Wc applauded even. And to what 
shame and misery we brought her I Why did her 
parents and mine consign her to such ruin? She 
might have lived pure and happy but for us* With 
her example before me — not her flight, poor child --- 
I am not afraid of tHiai happening to me — but her 
long solitude, the misery of her wasted years, — my 
brother’s own wretchedness and faults aggravated a 
hundredfold by his unhappy union with her — I must 
pause while it is yet time, and recai a promise whicli 
I know I should make you unhappy if I fulfilled. I 
ask your pardon that I deceived you, Lord Farintosh, 
and feel ashamed for myself that I could have con- 
sented to do so*” 

“Do you meaa,” cried tlie young Mai-quis, “that 
after my conduct to you — after my loving you, so 
that even this -*- this disgrace in your family don’t 
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prevent my going on - after my mother has heo« 
down on her -knees to mo to break off, and 1 wouldn’t 
no 3 I woiiMn;t — after all Wliites sneemfif at me 
and laiighmg at me, and all my friends, friends of my 
family, who would go to - go anywhere for me, ad- 
vising me, and saying, ‘Pariatosh, what a fool you 
are; break ofi this match,’ — and I wouldn’t back out, 
because I loved you so, by Heaven, and because, as 
a man and a gentleman, when I give my word I 
keep it — do you mean that yoti throw me over? It’s 
a shame - it’s a shame!” And again there wore 
tears ot rage and anguish in Pai-intosh’s eyes. 

‘‘What I did was a shame, my lord,” Ethel said, 
humbly; and again I ask your pardon for it. What 
I io now is only to tell you the truth, and to gi-ievo 
with all my soul for the falsehood -yes, the falsehood 
which I told you, and which has given your kind 
lieart siicli cruel pain.’’ ■ . 

was a falsehood!” the poor lad cried out 
xou follow a fellow , and you make a fool of him 
and you make him frantic in love with you, and then 
yon fling him over! _I wonder you can look me in the 
lace after such an infernal treason. You’ve done it 
to twenty fellows before, I know you have. Every- 
body said so, and warned me. You draw them on 
and get them to be in love, and then you fling them 
away._ Am I to go back to London, and be made the 
laughing-stock of the whole town — I, who mi-rfat 
marry any woman in Europe, and who am atthohSid 
of the nobility of England?” 

_ ‘‘Upon my word, if you ivill believe me after de- 
remng yon once,” Etliel interposed, still very humbly, 

I will never say that it was I who withdrew from 
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you j and tliat it was not you wlio refused me. Wliat 
lias liappened liere fully aiitliorises yon. Let tlie 
rupture of the engagement come from you, my lord. 
Indeed, indeed, I would spare you all the pain I 
can. I have done you wrong enough already, Lord 
Farintosh.”' 

And now the Marquis hurst forth with tears and 
imprecations, wild cries of anger, love, and disappoint- 
ment, so fierce and incoherent that the lady to whom 
they were addressed did not repeat them to her con- 
fidante. Only she generously charged Laura to re- 
member, if ever she heard the matter talked of in the 
world, that it was Lord Farintosh’s family which 
broke ofi the marriage; but that his lordship had 
acted most kindly and generously throughout the 
whole affair, ' • , , 

He "went back to London in such a state of fury, 
and raved so wildly amongst his friends against the 
whole Newcome family, that many men knew what the 
ease really was. But all women averred that that in- 
triguing worldly Ethel Newcome, the apt pupil of her 
wicked old grandmother, had met with a deserved re- 
buff; that, after doing everything in her power to catch 
the great parti Lord Farintosh, who had long been 
tired of her, flung her over, not liking the connexion; 
and that she was living out of the world now at New- 
come, under the pretence of taking care of that unfor- 
tunate Lady Clara’s childx’en, but really because she 
was pining away for Lord Farintosh, who, as we all. 
know, married six months afterwards. 
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In whieli we write to the Goionel* 

I>BEBfiKa tliat Iier brother Barnes had cares enoitdi 
of his own presently on hand, Ethel did not think lit 
to confide^ to him the particulars ..of her Interview with 
Lord harintosh; nor even \Yas poor Lady Ann in*” 
formed that she had lost a noble son-in-law. The 
news would come to both of them soon enough, Ethel 
thought; and indeed, before many hours were over, it 
reached Sir Barnes Newcome in a very abrupt and 
unpleasant way. He had dismal occasion now to see 
his lawyers every day; and on the day after Lord 
Eaiintosh s abrupt visit and departure, Sir Barnes, going ^ 

mto Newcome upon his own unfortunate afeiirs, was 
told by his attorney, Mr, Speers, how the Marquis of 
h arintosh had slept for a few hours at the King's 
Arms, and returned to town the same evening by the 
train. We may add, that his lordship had occupied 
the very room In which Lord Highgate had previously 
slept; and Mr. Taplow recommends the bed according- 
ly, and shows it with pride to this very clay. 

Much disturbed by this intelligence, Sir Barnes was 
making his way to his cheerless home in the evenino', 
when near his own gate he overtook another messenger! 

This was the railway porter, who daily brought tele- 
graphic messages from his uncle and the bank in 
London. The message of that day was, — ‘‘Consols, 
so-and-so. French Eentes, so much. Ilighgatis and 
Farmtosh* B accounts withdrawn^*^ The wretched k6e|)er 
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of tLe lodge owned, witli trembling, in reply to tbe 
curses and queries of Ms employer, that a gentleman, 
calling iiimself the Marquis of Farintosb, bad gone up 
to tbe bouse the day before, and come away an liour 
afterwards, — did not like to speak to Sir Barnes 
when be came borne, Sir Barnes looked so bad like. 

ISFow, of course, there could be no concealment 
from ber brother, and Ethel and Barnes bad a con- 
versation, in wdiicb tbe latter expressed himself with 
tJiat freedom of language which characterised the head 
of the house of Newcome. Madame de Montcoiitour’s 
pony-chaise was in waiting at the hall door, when the 
owner of the house entered it; and my wife -was just 
taking leave of Ethel and her little people when Sir 
Barnes I^^ewcome entered the lady’s sitting-room. 

The li%ud scowl with which Barnes greeted my 
wife surprised that lady, though it did not induce her 
to prolong her visit to her friend. As Laura took 
leave, she heard Sir Barnes screaming to the nurses to 
*Hake those little beggars away,” and she rightly con- 
jectured that some more unpleasantries had occurred to 
disturb this luckless gentleman’s temper. 

On the morrow, dearest Ethel’s usual courier, one 
of the boys from the lodge, trotted over on his donkey 
to dearest Laura at Eosebuiy, with one of those mis- 
sives %7bich were daily passing between the ladies. 
This letter said: — 

Barnes m’a fait une sc^ne terrible bier. I was 
obliged to tell him everything about Lord E., and 
to use the plamest language. At first, he forbade you 
the house. He thinks that you have been tbe cause 
of P.’s dismissal, and cliarged me, most unjustly, with 
a desire to bring back poor C. N, I replied m he^ 
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eame me^ and told him fairly I would leave the house 
if odious insuiting charges were made against me, if my 
friends were not received. He stormed, he cried, he 
employed his usual language^ — he was in a dreadful 
state. He relented and asked pardon. He goes to 
town to-night by the mail-train. Of course you come 
as usual , dear , dear Laura. ■ I am miserable without 
you; and you know I cannot leave poor mamma. 
Clarykin sends a thousaiid kisses to little Arty; and I 
am his mother's always affectionate, — E. N. 

the gentlemen like to shoot our pheasants? 
Please ask the Prince to let Warren know when. I 
sent a brace to poor dear old Mrs. Mason, and had 
such a nice letter from her!” 

“And who is poor dear Mrs. Mason?” asks Mr. 
Pendennis, as yet but imperfectly acquainted with the 
history of the Newcomes. 

And Laura told me — perhaps I had heard before, 
and forgotten — that Mrs. Mason was an old nurse 
and pensioner of the Coloners, and how he had been 
to see her for the sake of old times; and how she was 
a great ffivourite with Ethel; and Laura kissed her 
little son, and was exceedingly bright, cheerful, and 
hilarious that evening, in spite of the affliction under 
which her dear friends at Newcome were labouring. 

People in country houses should he exceedingly 
careful about their blotting-paper. They should bring 
their own portfolios with them. If any kind readers 
will bear this simple little hint in mind, how much 
mischief may they save themselves, — nay, enjoy 
possibly, by looking at the pages of the next portfolio 
in the next friend’s bed-room in which they sleep^ 
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From siicli a book I once cut out, in Cliaiies Slyboots’ 
well-knom^B and perfectly clear bandwriting, the words 
‘'Miss Emily Hartingtoa, James Street, Buckingbam 
G-ate, London,’’ and produced as legibly on tbe blot- 
ting-paper as on tbe enTclope wMcb tbe postman de- 
liTcreci After showing tbe paper round to tbe com- 
paii}", I enclosed it in a note and sent it to Mr. Sly- 
boots, wbo married Miss Hartington three months 
afterwards. In such a book at the club I read, as 
plainly as you may read this page, a holograph page 
of the Bight Honourable tbe Earl of Bareacres, which 
informed the whole club of a painful and private cir- 
cumstance, and said, ‘‘My dear Green, — I am truly 
sorry that I shall not be able to take up the bill for 
eight hundred and fifty-six pounds, which becomes due 
next Tu . . . and upon such a book, going to 
write a note in Madame de Montcontour’s drawing- 
room at Kosebury, what should I find but proofs that 
mj own wife was engaged in a clandestine correspon- 
dence with a gentleman residing abroad! 

“Colonel Newcome^ C. B., Montagne de la Oour, 
Brussels,” 1 read, in this young woman’s handwriting; 
and asked, turning round upon Laura ^ wbo entered 
the room just as I discovered her guilt: “What have 
you been writing to Colonel Kewcome about, Miss?” 

“I wanted Mm to get me some lace,” she said. 

“To lace some nightcaps for me, didn’t you, my 
dear? He is such a fine judge of lace! If I had 
known you had been miting, I would have asked you 
to send him a message. I want something from 
Brussels. Is the letter — ahem — gone?” (In this 
artful way, you see, I just hinted that I should like to 
see the letter.) 
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Tlie letter is — ahem — gone/* 'says Laura. “ Wliat 
do yon want from Brussels, Pea?” 

“I want some Brussels sprouts, my love — they 
are so fine in tlieir native country.** 

‘‘Shall I write to him to send the letter back?** 
palpitates poor little Laura; for she thought her hus- 
band was offended, by using the ironic method. 

“JTo, you dear little woman! You aieed not send 
for the letter back: and you need not tell me what 
was in It: and I will bet you a hundred yards of lace 
" to a cotton nightcap ~ and you know whether /, 
Madam, am a man u ho^ifwi-de-cotou — I will bet you 
that I know what you have been writing about, under 
pi'etence of a message abotit lace, to our Colonel.” 

“He promised to send it me. He really did. 
Lady Eockminster gave me twenty pounds — gasps 
*Laura. 

“Under pretence of lace, you have been sendlng^ 
over a love-message* You want to' see whether Clive 
is still of his old mind. You think the coast is now 
clear, and that dearest Hthel may like him. You think 
Mrs. Mason is growing very old and infirm, and the 
sight of her dear boy would — *’ 

“Pen! Pen! d?d you open my letter cries Laura; 
and a laugh which could afford to be good-humoured 
(followed by yet another expression of the lips) ended 
this colloquy. No; Mr. Pendennis did not see the 
letter — but he knew the writer; — flattered himself 
that he knew women in general. 

“Where did you get your experience of them, 
Sir?** asks Mrs. Laura. Question answered in the 
same manner as the previous demand. 

“Well, my dear; and why should not the poor boy 
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be made Iiappy?’' Latira contimies, standing very 
close «p to her husband* ‘^It is evident to me that 
Ethel Is fond of him* I would rather see her married 
to a good young man whom she loves, than the mis- 
tress of a thousand palaces and coronets. Suppose — 
suppose you had married Miss Amory, Sir, what a 
wretched worldly creature you would have been by 
this time; whereas now — ” 

‘'Now that I am the humble slave of a good w^oman 
there is some chance for me/’ cries this model of Iius- 
bauds. “And all good women are match-makers, as 
we know very well; and you have had this match in 
your heart ever since you saw the two young people 
together. Now, Madam, since I did not see your 
letter to the Colonel — though I have guessed part of 
it — fell me, -what have you said in it? Have you 
by any chance told the Colonel that the Parintosh al- 
liance was broken o£P?” 

Laura owmed that she had hinted as much. 

“You have not ventured to say that Ethel is well 
inclined to Clive?” 

“0 no — 0 dear no!” but after much cross-exami- 
ning and a little blushing on Laura’s part, she is 
brought to confess that she has asked the Colonel 
whether he wull not come and see Mrs, Mason, who is 
pining to see him, and is growing very old. And I 
find out that she has been to see this Mrs. Mason; that 
she and Miss Neweome visited the old lady the day 
before yesterday; and Laur<a thought from the manner 
in which Ethel looked at Clive’s picture, hanging up 
in the parlour of his father’s old friend, that she really 
was very much, &c., &c. So, the letter being gone, 
Mrs, Pendennis is most eager about the answer to it, 
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aaci ■: .after, : .day examines . ''tiie- ..bag-,;; ' and ,■ is ,, pro- 

voked that it brings no letter bearing the Brussels 
;poat-mark,,, 

. Madam.e de Montcontonr seems perfectly 'well, 'to 
know what Mrs. Laura has keen doing -and is hoping. 
‘‘Whatj no letters again to-day? Ain’t 'it provoking?” 
she cries. Slie is in the conspiracy, too; and presently 
Florae is one of the initiated. These women wish to 
bdcler a marriage between the belle Miss and le petit 
Glaive,” Florae announces to me. He pays the highest 
-compliments to Miss Newcome’s person, as he speaks 
regarding the marriage. “I continue to adore your 
Anglalses,” he is pleased to say* “What of freshness, 
what of beauty, what roses! And then they are so 
adorably good. Go, Pendennis, thou art a happy 
coquinl'^ Mr. Pendennis does not say Ffo. He has 
wnn the twenty tliousand pound prize; and we know 
there are worse than blanks in that lottery. 


1 



104 


THE HEWCOMBS. 



OHAPTBB YII. 

in which we are introduced to a new Newcomo. 

Ko answer came to Mrs. Pendennis’s letter to Co- 
loiicd l!^eweome at Brnsselsj for tlie Colon was absent 
from that city, and at tbe time when Lanra wrote was 
actiially in London, wbitlier affairs of bis own bad 
called bim. A note from George Warrington acq[namt" 
ed me with tbis eircnmstance; be mentioned that be 
and tbe Colonel bad dined together at Bays’s on tbe 
clay previous, and that tbe Colonel seemed to be in 
tbe bigbest spirits. High spirits about wbat? Tbis 
news put Laura in a sad perplexity. Should she write 
and tell bim to get bis letters from Brussels?: Blie 
w’DiiId in five minutes bare found some other pretext 
for writing to Colonel jSTeweome, bad not her husband 
sternly cautioned tbe young w''oman to leave tbe matter 
alone. 

Tbe more readily perhaps because be bad quarreL 
led with bis nephew Sir Barnes, Thomas Newcome 
w’cnt to visit bis brother Hobson and bis sister-in-law; 
bent on sbowing that there was no division between 
him and tbis branch of bis family. And you may 
suppose that tbe admirable woman just named bad a 
line occasion for her virtuous conversational povrers in 
discoursing upon the painful event which bad just 
happened to Sir Barnes. When we fall, bow our 
friends cry out for us! Mrs. Hobson’s homilies must 
have been awful. How that outraged virtue must have 
groaned and lamented, gathered its children about its 
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knees j wept over tliem and wasked tkem; gone into 
sackeiotib. and ashes and tied np the knocker; confa-* 
hnlated with its spiritual adviser; uttered common- 
places to its husband; and bored the whole house! 
The punishment of woiidliness and vanitj, the evil of 
marrying out of one’s station, how these points must 
have been explained and enlarged on! Surely tbe 
"'Peerage” was taken off tbe drawing-room table and 
removed to papa’s study, where it could not open, as 
is used naturally once, to Higbgate, Baron, or Farin- 
Marjjuis of, being shut behind wires and closely 
jammed in on an upper shelf between Blackstone’s 
Oommentaries and the Farmer’s Magazine ! The 
breaking of tbe engagement with tbe Marquis of 
Farintosb was known in Bryanstpne Square; and you 
may be sure intei'preted by Mrs- Hobson in tbe light 
tbd most disadvantageous to Ethel Neweome. A 
young nobleman — with grief and' pain Ethel’s aunt 
must own the fact — a young man of notoriously dis- 
sipated habits but of great wealth and rank, bad been 
pursued by tbe unhappy Lady Kew — Mrs. Hobson 
would not say by her niece ^ that were too dreadful — 
bad been pursued, and followed, and bunted down in 
tbe most notorious manner, and finally made to pro- 
pose ! Let Ethel’s conduct and punishment be a warn- 
ing to my dearest girls, and let them bless Heaven 
they have parents who are not worldly 1 After all tbe 
trouble and pains, Mrs. Hobson did not say dkgraecy 
tbe Marquis takes the vei*g first pretext to break off tbe 
match, and leaves tbe unfortunate girl for ever I 


And now we have to tell of tbe hardest blow which 
fell upon poor Ethel, and this was that her good uncle 
Thomas Newcome believed the charges against her. 
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He was willing enougli to listen now to anything which 
was salt! against that branch of the family. With 
such a traitor, .double-dealer, dastard as Barnes at its 
head, what could the rest of the race be? When the 
Colonel offered to endow Ethel and Clive with every 
shilling he had in the world, had not Barnes, the 
arch-traitor, temporised and told him falsehoods, and 
hesitated about throwing him off until the Marq_nis had 
declared himself? Yes. The girl he and poor Olive 
loved so was ruined by her artful relatives, "was 
unworthy of his affection and his boy^s, was to be 
banished, like her %vorthless brother, out of his regard 
for ever. And the man she had chosen in preference 
to his Clive! — a rou4, a libertine, -whose extra- 
vagances and dissipations were the talk of every club, 
W’ho had no wit, nor talents, not even constancy (for 
had he not taken the first opportunity to throw her off?) 
to recommend him — only a great title and a fortune 
wherewith to bribe her! For shame, for shame! Her 
engagement to this man was a blot upon her — the 
rupture only a just punishment and humiliation. Poor 
unhappy girl! let her take care of her wretched 
brother's abandoned children, give up the world, and 
amend heir life. 

This was the sentence Thomas Hewcome delivered: 
a righteous and tender-hearted man, as we know, but 
judging in this case wrongly, and bearing much too 
hardly, as we who know her better must think, upon 
one who had her faults certainly, but whose errors 
were not all of her own making. Who set her on the 
path she walked in*? It was her parents’ hands which 
led her, and her parents’ voices which commanded her 
to accept the temptation set before her. What did she 
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knoTT of tke cliaracter of tlie man selected to be her 
Imsband? Those who should have known better brought 
him to her, and vouched for him. Noble, unhappy 
young creature! are you the first of your sisterhood 
who has been bidden to traffic your beauty, to crush 
and slay your honest natural affections, to sell your 
truth and your life for rank and title? But the Judge 
who sees not the outward acts merely, but their causes, 
and views not the wrong alone, but the temptations, 
struggles, ignorance of erring creatures, we know has 
a different code to ours — to ours, who fall upon the 
fallen, who fawn upon the prosperous so, who administer 
our praises and punishments so prematurely, who now 
strike so hard, and, anon, spare so shamelessly. 

Our stay with our hospitable friends at Eosebury 
was perforce coming to a close, for indeed weeks after 
weeks had passed since we had been under their 
pleasant roof; and in spite of dearest Ethel’s remon- 
strances it was clear that dearest Laura must take her 
farewell. In these last days, besides the visits which 
daily took place between one and other, the young 
messenger was put in ceaseless requisition, and his 
donkey must have been worn off Ms little legs with 
trotting to and fro between the two houses. Laura 
was quite anxious and hurt at not hearing from the 
Colonel: it was a shame that he did not have over hxs 
letters from Belgium and answer that one which she 
had honoured him by writing. By some information, 
received 'who knows how^? our host was aware of the 
intrigue which Mrs. Pendennis was eanying on; and 
his little wife almost as much interested in it as my 
own. She whispered to me in her kind way that she 
would give a guinea, that she would, to see a certain 
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couple iiappj togetlier; tliat tliey were born for 

one another, that tbey were; slie was for having me 
go off to fetch Clive: but who was I to act as 
Hymen’s messenger; or to interpose in such delicate 
family affairs? 

All this while Sir Barnes Newcome^ Bart.^ remained 
absent in London, attending -to his banking duties 
there, and pursuing the dismal enquiries which ended^ 
in the ensuing Michaelmas term, in the famous suit of 
Newcome v. Lord Highgate. Ethel, pursuing the plan 
which she had laid down for herself from the *first, 
took entire charge of his children and house: Lady 
Ann returned to her own family: never indeed having 
been of much use in her son’s dismal household. 
My wife talked to me of course about her pursuits 
and amusements at Hewcome, in the ancestral-hall 
which we have mentioned. The children played and 
ate their dinner (mine often partook of his infantine 
mutton, in company with little Clara and the poor 
young heir of Hewcome) in the room which had been 
called mj Lady’s own, and in which her husband had 
locked her, forgetting that the conseiwatories were 
open, through 'which the hapless woman had fled. 
Next to this was the baronial library, a side of which 
was fitted with the gloomy hooks from Clapham, which 
old Mrs. Newcome had amassed; rows of tracts, and 
missionary magazines, and dingy quarto volumes of 
worldly travel and history which that lady had admitted 
into her collection. 

Almost on the last day of our stay at Eosehury, 
the two young ladies bethought them of paying a 
visit to the neighbouring town of Newcome, to that 
old Mrs. Mason who has been mentioned in a foregoing 
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page in some jet earlier cliapter of-onr history. . She 
was very oM now, very faitliM to the recollections 
of her own early time, and oblivious of yesterday. 
Thanks to Colonel Neweome’s bounty, she had lived 
in comfort for many a long year past; and he was 
as much her boyniow as in those early days of which 
we have given but an outline. There were Clive’s 
pictures of himself and his father over her little mantel- 
piece, near which she sat in comfort and warmth by 
the winter- hre which his bounty supplied. 

Mrs. Mason remembered Miss Mewcome, prompted 
thereto by the hints of her little maid, wdio was much 
younger, and had a more faithful memory than her 
mistress. Why, Sarah Mason would have forgotten 
the pheasants whose very tails decorated the chimney- 
glass, had not Keziah, the maid, reminded her that 
the jbung lady was the donor. Then she recollected 
her benefactor, and asked after her father, the 
Baronet; and wondered, for her part, why her boy, 
the Colonel, was not made baronet, and why his 
brother had the property? Her father was a very 
good man; though Mrs. Mason had heard he was not 
much liked in those parts. “Dead and gone, was he, 
poor man?” (This came in reply to a hint from 
Heziah, the attendant, bawled in the old lady’s ears, 
who was very deaf). “Well, well, we must all go; 
and if we were all good, like the Colonel, what was 
the use of staying? I hope his wife will be good. 

I am sure such a good man deserves one,” added 
Mrs. Mason. 

The ladies thought the old woman doting, led 
thereto by the remark of Keziah, the maid, that 
Mrs. Mason have a lost her memory. And she asked 
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wlio the other bonny lady was, and Ethel told her 
that Mrs. Pendennis was a friend of the Colonels and 

CliTe’s. , -j 

Clive’s fiicudl Well) slie was a pretty ladj) 

and he was a dear pretty boy. He drew those pic- 
tures-, and he took off me in my cap, Y™ “7 oW 
cat and aU - my poor old cat that’s buried tbis ever 

SO lottg ago.” 1 tif* 

'‘Ske has bad a letter from tlie Colonel, Miss, 

cries out Keziab. “Haven’t yon bad a letter from the 
Colonel, mum? It came only yesterday.” And Heaiah 
takes out the letter and shows it to the ladies, ihey 

read as follows: — 

London, Feb. 32, 1S4~. 

: LEAH OLD Masoh, — I liave just beard from 
a friend of mine wbo bas been staying in your neigb- 
bourliood, that you are well and bappy, and that you 
have been making inquiries after your young seapegrace^ 
Tom Xewcome, wbo is well and bappy too, and wbo 
proposes to be happier etill before any very long time 
is over. 

‘‘Tbe letter wbicb was written to me about you 
was sent to me in Belgium, at Brussels, where I have 
been living — a town near the place where the famous 
Battle of Waterloo was fought; and as I bad run away 
from Waterloo it folloived me to Englaiid. 

‘‘I cannot come to Newcome just now to shake my 
dear old friend and nurse hy the hand- I have business 
in London; and there are those of my name living 
in Newcome wbo would not be very bappy to see me 
and mine. 

*‘But I promise yon a visit before very long, and 
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: GIivb rwill co^m with;: me;- aii3 w^hen- -we coBie I shall 
introduce a new^ friend to you, a very pretty little 
daughter4n4aw ^ whom you must promise to love ^’ery 
much. She is a Scotch lassie^ niece of my oldest friend, 
James Biunie, Esquire, of the Bengal Civil Service, 
wdio will give her a pretty hit of sillei^ and her present 
name is Miss Eosa Mackenzie. 

“We shall send you a wedding cake soon, and a 
new gown for Keziah (to whom remember me), and 
•when I am gone, my grandchildren after me will hear 
W'hat a dear friend you were to your affectionate 

'“Thomas Newcomb.” - 


Iveziali must have thought that there was some- 
thing between Clive and my wife, for when Laura had 
read the letter she laid it down on the table, and 
sitting down by it, and, hiding her face in her hands, 
burst into tears. 

Ethel looked steadily at the two pictures of Clive 
and his father. Then she put her hand on her friend’s 
shoulder. “Come, my dear,” she said, “it is growing 
late, and I must go back to my children.” And she 
saluted Mrs. Mason and her maid in a very stately 
manner, and left them, leading my wufe away, who 
•was still exceedingly overcome. 

We could not stay long at Eosebury after that. 
When Madame de Montcontour heard the news , the 
good lady cried too. Mrs. Pendermis’s emotion was 
renewed as w'e passed the gates of Newcome Park 
on our wny to the railroad. 
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CHAPTER Vin. 


Mr. and Mrs. C!iv(s Newcome. 

Tee Men^sMp between Etbel and Laura ^ wMcb 
tbe last narrated sentimental occurrences bad so mncb 
increased, subsists very little impaired up to tbe pre- 
sent day. A lady with many domestic interests and 
increasing family, &e. &c., cannot be supposed to cnl- 
-v" ’ tivate female intimacies out of doors with tliat^ ai'dour 

' ■ and eagerness wMcb .young, spinsters exhibit in,, tbeir,, 
intercourse; but Laura, whose kind heart first led her 
to sympathi:ae with her young friend in the latter's 
days of distress and misfortune, has professed ever 
since a growing esteem for Ethel Newcome, and shys, 
that the trials and perhaps grief which the young lady 
now had to undergo have brought out the noblest 
qualities of her disposition. She is a very different 
person from the giddy and worldly girl who compelled 
our admiration of late in the days of her triumphant 
youthful beauty, of her wayward generous humour^ 
of her frivolities and her flirtations. 

Did Ethel shed tears in secret over the marriage 
which had caused Laura’s gentle eyes to overflow? 
We might divine the girl’s grief, but we respected it. 
The subject was never mentioned by the ladies between 
themselves, and even in her most intimate communica- 
tions with her husband that gentleman is bound to say 
his wdfe maintained a tender reserve upon the point, 
nor cared to speculate upon a subject which her friend 
held sacred. I could not for my part but acquiesce 
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ill tills reticence; and, if Ethel felt regret and remorse, 
admire tlie dignity of her silence, and the sweet com- 
posure of her now changed and saddened demeanour, 

, The interchange of letters between the two friends 

I was constant, and in these the yonnger lady described 

I at length the duties, occupations, and pleasnres, of her 

new life. She had quite broken with the world, and 
devoted herself entirely to the nurture and education 
of her brother’s orphan children. She educated herself 
in order to teach them. Her letters contain droll yet 
touching confessions of her own ignorance and her 
determination to overcome it. There was no lack of 
masters of all kinds in Newcome. She set herself to 
%vork like a school-girl. The piano in the little room 
» near the conservatory was thumped by Aunt .Ethel 

until it became quite obedient to her, and yielded the 
sweetest music under her fingers. When she came to 
pay us a visit at Fairoaks some two years afterwards 
she played for our dancing children (our third is named 
Ethel, our second Helen, after one still more dear) we 
were in admiration of her skill. There must have been 
the labour of many lonely nights when her little charges 
were at rest, and she and her sad fiiioughts sat up to- 
gether, before she overcame the difficulties of the in- 
strument so as to be able to soothe herself and to charm 
and delight her children. 

When the divorce was pronounced, which came in 
I; due form, though we know that Lady High gate was 
I ' not much happier than the luckless Lady Clara New- 

I come had been, Ethel’s dread was lest Sir Barnes 

I should marry again , and by introducing a new mistress 

I into his house should deprive her of the care of her 

I children. 

i ' The Nmemes* IF, 
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Miss Keweame judged lier Brother rightly in that 
lie would try to marry, but a noble young lady to 
whom lie ofered , Mmself rejected liim, to Iiis siirpiise 
and indignation,^ for a beggarly clergyinaii with a small 
living, on which ’she elected to starve; and the wealthy 
daughter of a neighbouring manufacturer whom he next 
proposed to honour with his gracious hand, ded from 
him with horror to the arms of her father, wondering 
how such a man as that should ever dare to propose 
marriage to an honest girL Sir Barnes Isfewcome was 
much surpiised at this outbreak of anger, he thought 
himself a very ilhused and unfortunate man, a victim 

cruel perseeutions, ■ which" we^miay ■ be^ sure did" 

not improve Ms temper or tend to the happiness of his 
circle at home. Peevishness, and selfish rage, quarrels 
with servants and governesses, and other domestic dis- 
quiet, Ethel had of course to bear from her brother, 
but not actual personal ill-usage. The fiery temper 
of former days was subdued in her, but the haughty 
resolution remained, which was more than a match for 
her brother's cowardly tyranny: besides, she was the 
mistress of sixty thousand pounds, and by many wily 
hints and piteous appeals to his sister Sir Barnes sought 
to secure this desirable sum of money for his poor dear 
unfortunate children. 

He professed to think that she was ruining herself 
for her younger brothers, whose expenses the young 
lady was defraying, this one at college, that in the 
army, and whose maintenance he thought might be 
amply defrayed out of their own little fortunes and his 
mother's jointure: and, by ingeniously proving that a 
vast number of Ms household expenses were personal 
to Miss Hewcome and would never have been incurred 
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Blit for her residence In Bis Bomse» Be subtracted for 
Bis own benefit no mconsideraMe portion of her income. 
Thus the carriage horses were hers, for what need had 
he, a rmserable bachelor, of anything more than a 
riding horse and a brougham? A certain nnniber of the 
domestics were Iiers, and as he ebnld get no geonndre! 
of his own to stay with him, he took Miss Newconie’s 
servants. He would have had her pay the coals which 
burnt in ins grate, and the taxes due to our Sovereign 
Lady the Queen; but In truth at the end of the year, 
’#ith her domestic bounties' and her charities round 
about iSTewcome, which daily increased as she became 
ac<|uainted with her indigent neighbours. Miss Ethel, 
the heiress, was as poor as many poorer persons. 

Her charities increased daily with her means of 
knowing the 'people round about her. She gave much 
time to them and thought; visited from house to house, 
without ostentation; was awe-strieken by that spectacle 
of the poverty which we have with us always, of which 
the sight rebukes our selfish griefs into silence, the 
thought compels us to charity, humility, and devotion. 
The priests of our various creeds, who elsewhere are 
doing battle together continually, lay down their arms 
in its presence and kneel before it; subjugated by that 
overpowering master. Death, never dying out; hunger 
always crying; and children born 'to it day' after day,' 
— our young London lady, flying from the splendours 
and follies in which her life had been past, found her^ 
self in the presence of these; threading darkling alleys 
which swarmed with wretched life; sttflng hy naked 
beds, whither by God’s blessing -'she, was sometimes 
enabled to carry a little comfort -and ; consolation; or 
whence she came heart-stricken by the overpowering 
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misery, or touclied by tlie patient resignation of the 
new friends to wbom fate had directed her. And here 
fiiic met the priest npon Ms shrift , the homely missio* 
imry bearing his words of consolation, the « 5 [iiiet curate 
pacing his round, and was known to all these, and 
enabled now and again to help their people in trouble, 
^‘0! what good there is in this woman,” my wife would 
say to me, as she laid one of Miss EtheFs letters aside, 
**Who would have thought this was the girl of your 
glaiiiig London ball-room? If she has had grief to 
hear, how it has chastened and improved her.” 

And now I have to confess that all this time, wdilist 
Ethel Newcome has been growing in grace with mj 
wife, poor Clive has been lapsing sadly out of favour* 
She has no patience with Clive. She drubs her little 
foot when his name is mentioned and turns the subject. 
Wliither are all the tears and pities bed now? Mrs. 
Laura has transferred all her regard to Ethel, and 
when that lady’s ex-suitor wuites to his old friend, or 
other news is had of him, Laura flies out in her usual 
tirades against the world, the horrid wucked selfish 
%vorl<I, which spoils everybody who comes near it. 
What 1ms Clive done, in vain his apologist asks, that 
an old friend should be so angry -with him? 

She is not angry with him — not she. She only 
does not care about him. She wishes him no manner 
of liarm — not the least, only she has lost all interest 
in him. And the. Colonel too, the poor good old 
Colonel, was actually in Mrs, Pendennis’s black books, 
and when he sent her the Brussels veil which we have 
heard of, she did not think it was a bargain at all — 
not particularly pretty, in fact, rather dear at the 
money. When we met Mr, and Mrs. Clive Fewcome 
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Sir George Tiifto^ a lady of rank kerself, and tke 
wife of as brave m ojfieer as ever drew a sword.*’ 

■ Warrington stammered an- apology for bis levity, 
imt no explanations 'were satisfactory, and it was clear 
George bad wounded tbe feelings of onr dear simple 
old friend. 

After Clive’s marriage, which was performed at 
Brnssels, Uncle James and the lady, bis sister, whom 
we have sometimes flippantly ventured to call tbe Cam- 
paigner, ivent off to perform that journey to Scotland 
wMeb James had meditated for ten years past; and", 
now little Eosey was made happy for life, to renew 
acquaintance with little Josey. The Colonel and Ms 
son and danghter-m-law came to London, not to the 
bachelor quarters, where we have seen them, but to 
an Hotel, which they occupied until their new hoi;se 
could be provided for them, a sumptuous mansion in 
the Tyburnian district, and one wMch became people 
of their station. 

We have been informed already what the Colonel’s 
income was, and have the gratification of knowing that 
it was very considerable. The simple gentleman who 
would dine off a crust, and wear a coat for ten years, 
desired that his children should have the best of every- 
thing; ordered about upholsterers, painters, Carriage- 
makers, in his splendid Indian way; presented pretty 
Eosey with brilliant jewels for her introduction at 
Court, and was made happy by the sight of tbe bloom- 
ing young creature decked in these magnificences, and 
admired by all bis little circle. The old boys, the old 
generals, the old colonels, the old qiii-Ms from tiie 
eiubj. etoe and paid her their homage; the directors* 
ladies, and the generals* ladies, called upon her, and 
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feasted iier at vast banquets served on smnjptiious plate. 
Newcome purcliased plate and gave banquets in return, 
for tliese Iiospitalfties. Mrs. Clive bad a neat close 
carriage for evenings, and a splendid .baronciie to drive 
ill tlie Park. It was pleasant to see tMs equipage at 
four o’clock of an afternoon, driving up to Bays’s, 
with Eosej most gorgeously attired reeliniag witHn; 
and to bebolcl tlie stately grace of tbe old ^gentleman 
as lie stepped out to welcome Ms daugbter-in-Iaw, and 
the bow he made before he entered her carriage. Then 
tSej would drive round the Park; round and round and 
round; and the old generals, and the old colonels, and 
old fogies, and their ladies and daughters, would nod 
and smile out of their carriages, as they crossed each 
other upon tMs charming career of pleasure. • , 

I confess that a dinner at the Colouel’i, now, he 
appeared in all his magnificence, was.' awfully slow. 
No peaches could look fresher ' than'' Eose/s cheeks, 
— no . damask was fairer than ' her pretty , little 
shoulders. No one, I am sure, could be happier than 
she, but she did not impart her happiness to her 
friends; and replied chiefiy by smiles to the conver- 
sation of the gentlemen at her side. It is true that 
these were for the most part elderly .dignitaries, dis- 
tinguished military officers with ■ blue-black whiskers, 
retired old Indian judges, and the like, ^ occupied with 
their victuals, and generally careless to please. But 
that solemn happiness of the Colonel, who shall 
depict it: — that look of affection .with which he 
greeted his daughter as she entered^ flounced' to the 
waist, twinkling with innumerable; jewels, , holding, a 
dainty pocket-handkerchief, with smiling eyes, dimpled 
-cheeks, and golden ringlets! He would take her hand. 
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or ...follow her aboiat.from. gro.iip. to, group .,,,.,::.axcliaii,ging 
precious observations about tlie weatlier, the Park, 
tiie Exhibition,' -nay, the Opera, for the old man ac- 
tually went to the Opera with Hs little girl, and 
solemnly snooped 'by her side in a white waistcoat* 

Very likely ffiis was the happiest period of Tho- 
mas Newcomers ‘ life, Ho woman (save one perhaps 
fifty years ago) had ever seemed so fond of him as 
that little girl. What pride he had in her, and what 
care ho took of her! If she w'^as a little ailing, what 
anxiety and hurrying for doctors! What droll lettel’s 
came from .James Binaie, and how they laughed over 
them: with what .respectful attention he acquainted 
Mrs. Mae, with everything that took place: with what 
enthi^siasm that Oampalgner replied! Josey’s husband 
called a special blessing upon his head in the church 
at Musselburgh;,, and little Jo herself sent a tinfuf of 
Scotch bun to hCr darling sister, with a request from 
her husband that, he might have a few shares in the 
famous Indian Company. 

The Company was in a highly flourishing condition, 
aa you may suppose,, when one of its ’directors, 'who 
at the same ilin,e.,Was one of the honestest men alive, 
thought it was ^ his' duty to live in the splendour in 
which ' we now; behold him. Many wealthy City men 
did homage to him. , , His brother Hobson , though the 
Colonel had quarrelled with the chief of the firm, yet 
remained on amicable' terms with Thomas Hewcome, 
and shared and returned his banquets for awhile. 
Charles Honeyman we may be sure was present at 
many , of them,,- and smirked a blessing over the 
plenteous meal.^ The CoioneFs influence was such 
with', Mr. Sherrlek 'that he pleaded Charles’s cause 
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“Witt tliat gentieBiaa^ and actually broiiglit to a suc- 
cessful termination that little loTe affair in which we 
ha¥e seen Miss Sherrick and Cliatles engaged* Hr 
Sherrick was not disposed to part with miieii money' 
during his lifetime — indeed he piwed to Colonel 
Kewcome that he was not so rich as the world sup-, 
posed him. But by the Coloners interest, the chap- 
lainey of Boggly Wollah was pro, cured for the Eev. 
C. Honeyman, who now forms the delight oi that 
flourishing station. 

* All this while we have said little about Clive, who 
in truth was somehow in the background in this 
hourishing ISTcwcome group* To please the best father 
in the world; the kindest old friend who endow^ed his 
niece with the best part of Ms savi,ngs; to settle that 
question about marriage and have an end of it; Clive 
Haweome had taken a pretty ' and fond young girl, 
who respected and admired Mm beyond all men, and 
who heartily desired to make him happy. ^ To do as 
much ’vvould not his father have stripped his coat from 
his back, — have put Ms head under Juggernaut’s 
chariot wheel, — have sacrificed any ease, comfort, 
or pleasure, for the youngster’s benefit? One great 
passion he had had and closed the account of it: a 
worldly ambitious girl — how foolishly worshipped 
and passionately beloved no matter — liad played 
with Mm for years; had fiung Mm away when a dis- 
solute suitor with a great fortune and title had offered 
Mmself. Was he to whine and despair because a jilt 
had fooled Mm? He had too much pride and courage 
for any such submission; he would accept the lot in 
life which was offered to him, no undesirable one 
surely; he would fulfil the wish of his father’s heart, 
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a»d clieer Ms Mud deelimng years. In tMs way ihe 
marriage 'was broiigM.’ about. It was but a wMsper 
to liosej in tbe' drawing* room, a start and a bliisli 
from ihe little girl as lie took tbe little willing band, 
a kiss for liar from ber delighted old fatberdndaw, 
a twinkle in good old James’s eyes, and double 
embrace from tbe Campaigner as sbe stood over tbeia 
in a benedictory attitude; — expressing ber surprise 
at an event for wbicb sbe bad been jockeying ever 
since sbe set eyes on young Newcome; and calling 
upon Heaven to bless ber children. So, as a good 
tMng when it is to be done bad best be done quickly, 
these worthy folks went off almost straightway to a 
clergyman, and were married out of band — to tbe 
astonishment of Captains Hoby and Goby w^ben they 
came to bear of tbe event. Well, my gallant young 
painter and friend of my boyhood! if my wife chooses 
to be angry at your marriage, shall her husband not 
wish you happy? Suppose we bad married our first 
loves, others of us, were we tbe happier now? Ask 
Mr. Pendeimis, who sulked in bis tents when bis 
Costigan, Ms Briseis-,- was ravished from him. Ask 
poor George Warrington, who bad bis own way, 
heaven help him! There %vas no need why Clive 
should turn monk because number one refused him; 
and, that charmer removed, why be should not take 
to bis heart number two. I am bound to say, that 
when I expressed these opinions to Mrs. Laura, sbe 
was more angry and provoked than ever. 

It is in tbe nature of such a simple soul as 
Thomas Newcome, to see but one side of a question, 
and having once fixed Ethel’s worldliness in his mind, 
and her brother’s treason, to allow no argument of 
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advocates of tlie oilier side to stake 'Bis displeasure. 
Hence tlie one or two appeals wBieh Laura ventured 
to make on Belialf of Ber friend » were cBecked By tBe 
good Colonel witB a stern negation. If EtBel was not 
guiltless^ sfae could not make him see at least that slie 
was not guilty. He dasBed away all excuses and 
palliations. Exasperated as Be was, Be persisted in 
regarding tlie poor girFs conduct in its most unfa- 
vourable light. *‘Slie was rejected, and deservedly 
rejected, by the Mar<3[ms of Farintosb,” Be broke out 
to me once, who was not indeed autBorised to tell all 
I knew regarding the story; “the wBole town knows 
it; all tBe clubs ring mtb it. I blusB, Sir, to tbink 
that my brotber’s oBild sBould have brought sucB' a 
stain upon our name.’’ In vain I told him that my 
wif^, wBo knew all the cireumstanees- much^ better, 

, judged Miss Newcome far more favourably, and in- 
deed greatly esteemed and loved Ber. ' ‘‘'Pshaw! 'Sir,”^ 
breaks out the indignant Colonel, “your wife is an 
innocent creature, who docs not know the world as we men 
of experience do, — as I do. Sir;” and would have no 
more of the discussion* .There is no doubt about it, there 
was a coolness between my old friend’s father and us. 

As for Barnes Hewcome we gave iip that worthy, 
and the Colonel showed him no mercy. He recalled 
words used by "Warrington, which I: have recorded in 
a former page, and vowed that he ' only watched for 
an opportunity to crush the miserable Toptile. He 
hated Barnes as a loathsome traitor,^ coward, and 
criminal; he made no secret of Ms opinion; and Clive, 
with the remembrance of former injuries, ■ of. dreadful 
' heartpangs;' ' the inheritor of Ms fellmris’ blood, his 
honesty of' nature, and his impetuous enmity against 
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wroBg; sliare<i to the Ml his sire’s antipathy against 
his cousin, and pnblieiy expressed Ms scorn and con- 
tempt for Mm* Ahont Ethel he would not speak. 
“Perhaps what yon say, Pen, is true,” he said. “I 
hope it is. Pray God it is.” But his quivering lips 
and fiei'co countenance, when her name -svas men- 
tioned or her defence attempted, showed that he too 
had come to think ill of her. “As for her brother, as 
for that scoundrel,” he would say, clenching his fist, 
“if ever I can punish him I will I shouldn’t have 
the soul of a dog, if ever I forgot the wrongs that 
have been done me hy that vagabond. Forgiveness? 
Pshaw! Are you dangling to sermons, Pen, at your 
wife’s leading-strings? Are you preaching that cant? 
There are some Injuries that no honest man should 
forgive, and I shall be a rogue on the day I shake 
hands with that villain.” 

“Clive has adopted the Iroquois ethics,” says 
George Warrington, smoking his pipe sententiously, 
“rather than those which are at present received 
among us* I am not sure that something is not to be 
said, as against the Eastern upon the Western, or 
Tomahawk, or Ojibbeway side of the question. I 
should not like,” he added, “to be in a vendetta or 
feud, and to have you, Clive, and the old Colonel 
engaged against me.” 

“I would rather,” I said, “for my part, have half- 
a-dozan such enemies as Clive and the Colonel, than 
one like Barnes. You never know where or when 
tliat villain may hit you.” And before a very short 
period was over, Sir Barnes Newcome^ Bart, hit Ms 
two hostile kinsmen such a blow, as one might expect 
from such a quarter* 
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CHAI^TER IX. 

Mrs. Clivo at Home. 

As Clive and liis iatlier did not tliirik fit to conceal 
tlieir opinions regarding tlieir kinsman, Barnes New- 
coioCj and uttered them in many public places when 
Sir Barnes’s conduct was brought into question, we 
may be sure that their talk came to the Baronet’s ears, 
and did not improve his already angry feeling towards 
those gentlemen. For awhile they had the best of the 
attack. The Colonel routed Barnes out of his accus- 
tomed club at Bays’s; where also the gallant Sir 
George Tufto expressed himself pretty openly with 
respect to the poor Baronet’s want of courage; the 
Colonel had bullied and browbeaten Barnes in the 
parlour of his own bank, and the story was naturally 
well known in the City; where it certainly "was not 
pleasant for Sir Barnes, as lie walked to ’Change, to 
meet sometimes the scowls of the angry man of war, 
his uncle, striding down to the offices of the Bundle- 
cundBank, and armed with that terrible bamboo cane. 

But though his wife had undeniably run away after 
notorious ill-treatment from her husband; though he 
liad sho%^ii two white feathers in those unpleasant 
little affairs with his uncle and', cousin; though Sir 
Barnes Newcome was certainly- neither ; amiable nor 
popular in the City of London, his reputation as a 
most' intelligent man of business still stood; the credit 
of Ms house was deservedly high , and people hanked 
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witli Mm, and traded witli Mm, in spite of faitHess 
wives and liostile colonels. 

When tlie outbreak between Colonel Newcome and 
Iris nepbew took 'place, it may be remembered that 
Mr. Hobson 'Kewcome, tbe other partner of the firm 
of Hobson Brothers, waited 'iipon Colonel Kewcome, 
as one of tbe principal English directors of the B. B. C., 
and hoped that although private difierences would, of 
course, oblige Thomas Hewcomc to cease all personal 
dealings with the bank of Hobson, the affairs of the 
Company In which he was interested ought not to 
suffer on this account; and that the Indian fix'xn should 
continue dealing with Hobsons on the same footing as 
before. Mr. Hobson Newcome represented to the Co- 
lonel^ in Ms jolly frank way, that whatever happened 
between the latter and his nephew Barnes, Thomas 
iSTewcome had still one friend in the house; that the 
transactions between it and the Indian Company were 
mutually advantageous; finally, that the manager of 
the Indian bank might continue to do business with 
Hobsons as before. So the B. B. C. sent its consign- 
ments to Hobson Brothers, and drew its bills, which 
w^ere duly honoured by that firm. 

More than one of Colonel Hewcome’s City acquaint- 
ances, among them Ms agent, Mr. Jolly, and Ms in- 
genuous Mend, Mr. Sherrick, especially, hinted to 
Thomas hTewcome, to be very cautious in his dealings 
with Hobson Brothers, and keep a special care lest 
that house should play him an evil turn. They both 
told him that Barnes Newcome had said more than 
once, in answer to reports of the Coloners own 
speeches against-Barnes, “I, know that hot-headed, 
blundering.Indlan .uncle of mine is furious against me, 


THE KEWCOMES* 


127 


OH account of an absard private affair and mbiiader- 
staiiding, wliicli lie is too obstinate to see in tlie proper 
light. Wliat is my return for tbe abuse and rant 
wMeh lie lavishes against me? I cannoi forget that 
he is mj grandfather’s son, an old man, utterly igno- 
rant both of society and business here, and as he is 
interested in this Indian Banking Company, which 
must be preciously conducted wlien it appointed him 
as the guardian and overseer of its affairs in England, 
I do my very best to seiwe the Company, and I can 
tdi you, its blundering, muddle-headed managers, 
black and white, owe no little to the assistance which 
they have had from our house. If they don’t like us, 
why do they go on dealing with us? We don’t want 
them and their bills. We were a leading house fifty 
years before they were horn, and shall continue to be 
so long after they come to an end.’* Such was Barnes’s 
case, as. stated by himself. It was not a very bad 
one, or very unfairly stated, considering the advocate. 
I believe be has always persisted in thinking that he 
never did his uncle any wrong. 

Mr. Jolly and Mi*. Bherrick, then, both entreated 
Thomas Kewcome to use his best endeavours, and 
bring the connection of the B. B. C. and Hobson Bro- 
thers to a speedy end. But Jolly was an interested 
party; he and his friends would have had the agency 
of the B. B. C., and the profits thereof, which Hobsons 
had taken from them. Mr. Bherrick Avas an outside 
practitioner, a guerilla amongst regular merchants. 
The opinions of one and the other , though submitted by 
Thomas Newcome duly to his co-partoers, the managers 
and London board of directors of the Bundleeund 
Banking Company, were oveiTukd’by that* assembly. 
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They liad tteir estaMistment and apartments in 

r. they had tbeir clerks and messengers , Iheir 

Ts’ room and board-room, tbeir meetings, where 
bt great quantities of letters were read, vast 
nioduced; where Tom Newcome was voted 
e chair, and voted out with thanks; where 
>s were made, and the affairs of the 15. 15. O. 
y discussed. These subjects are mysterious, 
ng, unknown to me. I cannot pretend to de- 
them. Fred Bayham, I remember, used to be 
n his knowledge of the affairs of the Bundfe- 
Janking Company. He talked of cotton, wool, 

, opium, indigo, Singapore, Manilla, China, 
'itli prodigious 6loq[ueiice uud. 

ion was about millions. _ The 

astounding paragraphs used to appear^ m the 
x'Ogurdiug tlic aunual ditiucr 
^ and to wMcli 

and I, as friends of tlie court, were 
uttered, wliat flowing 
of tills great Company; 
of and punch did Fred devour 

Colonel Newcome was the kindly old 
the Prince, his son, taking 
these ceremonies, and sitting with 

t connected with the board, all 
'horn the B. B. C. traded in London, paid 

■ I;, His cha- 
, and of course 
P* B. knew to 
ipouS, more or less, what the 
and what Clive would inherit 


Calcutta, 
fluency 
most 8 

Mall Gazette,’ 

Blackwall, which the directors pve 
he, and George, 
invited. What orations were 
bumpers emptied in the praise 
what, quantities 
at its eitpense! 
chairman at these banquets; 
but a modest part in 
us, his old cronies. 

All the gentlemen 

those ivith wL — — 

Thomas Newcome extraordinary respect 
racier for wealth was deservedly great 
multiplied by the tongue of Bumour. 
a few millions of rupees, more 
Colonel possessed, i — 
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Tliomas Fewcome's distingiilshei military s.emcesj Ills 
Mgli bearing, lofty courtesy, simple but touching gar* 
riility; — for the honest man talked mucli more, bow 
tliati be bad been ' accustomed to 'do informer days, 
and was not insensible to the flattery wMcb Ms wealtli- 
brought liim; bis reputation as a keen man of bu- 
siness, who bad made liis own fortune by operations 
equally prudent and spirited, and wbo might make the 
fortunes of hundreds of other people, brought the 
worthy Colonel a number of Mends, and 1 promise 
you that the loudest huzzahs greeted Ms health when 
it was proposed at the Black'vmll dinners. At the 
second annual dinner after Clivers marriage some 
friends presented Mrs. Clive Nowcome wdth a fine tes- 
timoniah There was a superb 'silver cocoa-nut tree, 
'whereof the leaves were dexterously arranged for hold- 
ing candles and pickles; under the coeoa-nut lyas an 
Indian prince on a camel giving Ms hand to a cavalry 
oMcer on horseback — a howitzer, a plough, a loom, 
a bale of cotton, on which were the East India Com- 
panyb arms, a brahmin, Britannia, and Commerce 
with a were grouped round the principal 

figures: and if you would see a noble account of this 
chaste and elegant specimen of British art, you are 
referred to tlm pages of the ®^PaII Mall Gazette” of 
that year, as 'wel! as to Fred. Bay ham’s noble speech 
in the course of the evening, when it was exhibited* 
The East and its wars, and its heroes, Assays and 
Seringapatam (^and Lord Lake and Laswaree too,’ 
calls out the Colonel ■ greatly elated) ■ tiger-hunting 
palanquins, Juggernaut', elephants,- the burning of 
widows — all passed before us in E. splendid 
oration. He spoke of the product of the Indian forest, 
fheNmcommJV* 9 * 





130 


THE NEWCOMBS. 



tlie palm-tree, the cocoa-nut tree, the banyan tree. 
Palms the Colonel had already brought hack with 
him, the palms of valour, won in the field of war 
(cheei's). Coeoa-nnt trees he had never seen, though 
he had heard wonders related regarding the milky 
contents of their fruit. Here at any rate was one toee 
of the kind, under the branches of which he humbly 
trusted often to repose — and, if he might be so hold 
as to carry on the Eastern metaphor, he would 8^1 
knowing the excellence of the Colonel’s claret and the 
splendour of his hospitality, that he would prefer a 
cocoa-nut day at the Colonel’s to a banyan day any- 
where else. Whilst P. B.’s speech went on, I re- 
member J. J. eyeing the trophy, and the queer m- 
pressJon of his shrewd face. The health of British Ar- 
tists was drunk apropos of this splendid specimen, ot 
tlieir skill, and poor J. J. Bidley, Esq., A.B. A., had 
scarce a word to say in return. He and Clive sat by 
one another, the latter very silent and gloomy. When 
J. J. and I met in the world, we talked about our 
Mend , and it was easy for both of us to see that 
neither was satisfied with Clive’s conditioai^. 

The fine house in Tybuniia was completed by 
this time, as gorgeous as money could make it. How 
different it was from the old Fitzroy Square mansion 
with its ramshackle furniture, and spoils of brokers 
shops , and Tottenham-court Eoad odds and ends ! 
An Oxford Street upholsterer had been let loose in 
the yet virgin chambers ; and that inventive genius had 
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hj countless looldiig-glasses, so mulliplied and ar- 
ranged as, as it were, to carxj you' into tlie next 
street* Yon trod on velvet, pausing with respect in 
the centre of tlie ■ carpet, where Eosey’s cypher was 
wrorked in the sweet lowers which bear her name* 
What delightful crooked legs the chairs had! What 
corner-cnphoards there were filled with Dresden gim- 
cracks, which it wnas a part of this little woman’s bu- 
siness ill life to purchase! What dtagferes, and bon- 
bonnieres, and chifibnnikes ! What awfully bad pastels 
1:here were on the wralls! What frightful Boucher and 
Lancret shepherds and shepherdesses leered over the 
portieres! What velvet -bound volumes, mother-of- 
pearl albums, inkstands representing beasts of the 
field, prie-dieux chairs, and wonderful nick-nacks I can 
recollect! There was the most magnificent piano, 
though 'Eosey seldom sang any of .her six songs now| 
and when she kept her couch at a certain most inter- 
esting period, the good Colonel, ever anxious to pro- 
cure amusement for his darling, asked whether she 
would not like a barrel-organ grinding fifty or sixty 
favourite pieces, which a bearer could turn? And he 
mentioned how Windus, of their regiment, who loved 
music exceedingly, had a very fine instrument of this 
kind out to Barrackpore in the year 1810 , and relays 
of barrels by each ship with all the new tunes from 
Europe* The Testimonial took its -place in the centre 
of Mrs. Clive’s table, surrounded by satellites of plate. 
The ■delectable parties were constantly gathered toge- 
■ ther, the grand barouche rolling in the Park,' or 
stopping at the principal shops. little Eosey bloomed 
in millinery, and was still the smiling little pet of her 
father-in-law, and poor Clive, in the midst of all these 
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splendours, was gaunt, and sad, and silent; listless at 
most times Mtter.and savage at others, pleased only 
when he was dut:pt£'the society which bored Hin, and 
in the company df 'Qeorge and J. X, the simple friends 
of his yontlii, 

His careworn- look and altered appearance mollified 
my wife tow'^airds- Mm wio had almost taken him 
again into fhvonr* But she did not care for Mrs. Clive, 
and the Colonel; somehow, grew cool towards ns, and 
to look askance. 'up on the little band of Clive’s friends.^ 
It seemed as if, .there were two parties in the house. 
There was Olive’s'' set J, J., the shrewd, silent' little 
painteri 'Warrington,, the cynic; and the author of the 
present" biography, "who wasv'-I believe, supposed to 
give himself 'contemp'tnoiis airs;''- and to ^ have become 
very high and -mighty since his marriage. Then there 
was the great, nnmerons, and eminently respectable 
set, whose names, were all registered In little Rosey’s 
little visiting-book,,' and to whose houses she drove 
round, duly/deliv^mg-the cards of Mr. and Mrs. Clive 
H6wcome,,>hd:;Coloh^f Hawcome'; — 'the G-enerals and 
Colonels,- the -’Judges;' -'and the Rogeys, ' The only 
man ' who '‘kept;''well'==; with -both sides of the house was' 
F. Bayham,' Esq,,', who having got into clover, reniained 
in tho enjoyment of that weleonie pasture; who really 
loved Clive' and' the 'Colonel too, and had a hundred 
pleasant 'things and' funny stories, (the droll odd crea- 
ture!) to tell tO''.'" the-'- little lady for whom 'we 'others 
co-uld 'Scarcely /'find'-., a word. ‘ The did friends of' the 
Student-"days were- not forgotten, but they 'did not 
seem to get 'on 'in' the new house* -The Mies 6.andi8hes 
cam, e -to. one -.of Mrs. 'Clive’s balls', still in blue crape, 
still with rinpeti- ,bn„:-iheir wizened old foreheads , ac'^ 
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eompaiiyiiig Papa, with Ms shirt collars toned down — 
who gazed in mute wonder on the splendid scene. 
Warrington actually asked Miss Gaulish to; dance, 
making woM hlnnders, however, in the quadrille, 
wMie Clive, with something like one of his old smiles 
on his face, took out Miss Zoe Gandish, her sister. 
We made Gandish overeat and overdrink himself in 
the supper room, and Clive cheered him by ordei‘ing 
a fall length of Mrs. Clive Newcome, from his dis» 
tingnished pencil. Never was seen a grander exhibi- 
tion of white satin and jewels. Smee, E. A*, was 
furious at the preference shown to his rival. 

We had Sandy M’Collop, too, at the party, who 
had returned from Eome, with his red beai-d, and his 
picture of the murder of tlie Bed^Gomyn, which made 
but .a dim effect in the .Octagon, Boom of the Eoyal 
Academy, where the bleeding agonies of the dying 
w^anior were veiled in an unkind twilight On Sandy 
and his brethren little Bosey looked rather coldly. 
She tossed up her little head in conversation with me, 
and gave me to understand that this party w^as only 
an 07nnhmi gathevmn^ not one of the select parties, from 
which heaven’ defend us. '‘‘We are Polns, and Nym, 
and Pistol,’’ growled out George "Warrington, as he 
strode away to ffnish the evening in Clive’s painting 
and smoking room., “ Now ^ Prince Hal is married, and 
shares the paternal thr 0 ne,.Ms Princesais ashamed of 
his brigand associates of former days.” She came and 
looked at us with a feeble little smile, as we sat 
smoking, and let the daylight in on us from the open 
door, and hinted to Mr. Clive that it was time to go 
to bed- ■ 

So Clive Newcome lay in a bed of down and tossed 
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eailopei his liorse alone; or returned to his painting* 
room, pnt on Ms oH velvet jacket, and worked with 
Ms palettes and hrnshes. Palettes and brashes! Conid 
lie not give up these toys when he was called to a 
much higher station in the world? Could he not go 
talk with Eosey; — drive with Eosej) kind little souh 
whose whole desire was to make -Mm happy biicli 
thoughts as these, no doubt, darkened the Colonels 
mincl, and 'deepened the furrows round his old eyes. 
So it is, we judge men by our own standards; judge 
ofir nearest and dearest often wrong. . ' 

Many and many a time did Clive try and talk 
with the little Eosey, who chirped and prattled so 
arailv to Ms father. Many a time would she come 
and sit by Ms easel, and try her Ettle powers to 
charm him, bring Mm little dales about their ac- 
quaintances, stories about this bali^ and that concert, 
practise artless smiles upon him, gentle Etllo bouderies, 
tears, perhaps, followed by naresees and reconcile 
tion. At the end of which he would return to Ms 
cigar: and she, with a sigh and a heavy heart, 
ffood old man who had bidden her to go . and talk 
with him. He used to feel that Ms father had 'sent 
her: the thought •came across ’Mm' in- their conversa* 
ticras, and straightway his heart vvould shut up and 
Ms face grow gloomy. They were not made to mate 
with one another. , That was the 'truth;, the shoe wm 
a very pretty little shoe, but Olivet foot was too Mg 

for it. , ^ - , , , . 

Just before the testimonial, Mr.^Ckve was M con- 
stant attendance at home, and- very' careful and kind 
and happy with Ms wife,, and th^ whole family party 
went very agreeably. Doctors were in 'Constant 'Ut- 
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tendance at BIrs» Clive IS’eweome^s door; prodigious 
care was taken by the good Colonel in wrapping her 
and in putting her, little .feet on sofas , and in leading 
her to her' carriage, 'The Campaigner came over in 
immense finrry from' Edinhnrgh , (where Uncle James 
was now very comfortably lodged in Picardy Place 
with the most agreeable society round about him) and 
all this circle was in a word very close and happy 
and intimate; but woe is me, Thomas Newcomers 
fondest hopes were disappointed this time: liis little 
grandson lived but to see the light and leave it: and 
sadly, sadly, those preparations were put away, those 
poor little robes and caps, those delicate muslins and 
cambricj^ over which many a care had been forgotten, 
many a fond prayer thought, if not uttered. Poor 
little Roseyl she felt the grief very keenly; but she 
rallied from it very soon. In a very few months her 
cheeks were blooming and dimpling with smiles again, 
and she was telling us how her party was an omnium 
gathemm. 

The Campaigner had ere this returned to the scene 
of , her -northern exploits; not, I believe, entirely of 
the worthy woman’s own free will. .Assuming' the 
command of the household, whilst her daughter kept 
her sofa, Mrs. Mackenzie had set that establishment 
into uproar and mutiny. She had offended the butler, 
outraged the housekeeper, wounded the sensibilities of 
the footmen, insulted the doctor, and templed on the 
inmost corns of the nurse. It was surprising what a 
change appeared in the Campaigner’s conduct, and 
how little, in former days, Colonel ISTewcome had 
known her. What the Emperor Napoleon the First 
said respecting our Russian enemies, might be applied 
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to tills ladj, G-ratteia la, and she appeared a Tartar. 
CliTe and liis fatlier liad a little eomfort and conYer- 
sation in conspiring against her. The old man never 
dared to try, Snt was pleased with the yonnger’s spirit 
and gallantry in the series of final - actions tvhich, 
commencing over poor little Eosey’s prostrate hodj 
ill the dressing-room, were continued ' in the drawing- 
room, resumed with terrible vigour, on the enemy's 
part in the dining-room, and ended, to the triumph 
of the whole establishment, at the outside of the hall- 
door. 

When the routed Tartar force had fled back to its 
native north, Eosey made a confession, w'Mch Clive 
told me afterwards, bursting with bitter laughter. 
^^You and papa seem to be very much’, agitated she 
said. (Eosey called the Colonel papa in 'the. absence 
of the Campaigner.) do not mind .it a bit, except 
just at,. first, ..ivhen it . made, me .a little nervo.us. .Mamma 
used ahvays to be so; she used to scold and scold nil 
day,' both me and Josey, in Scotland, till grand- 
mamma sent her away; and then, in Fitzroy Square, 
and then in Brussels, she used to box my ears, and 
go into such tantrums; and I think,” adds Eosey, with 
one of her sweetest smiles, *‘she had quarrelled with 
Uncle James before she came to us.” 

‘‘She used to box Eosey^s ears,” roars out poor 
Olive, “and go into such tantrums, in Fitssroy Square 
and Brussels afterwards, and the pair would come 
down with their arms round each other’s waists, 
smirking and smiling as if they had done nothing but 
kiss each other all their mortal lives! , This is what 
we know about women — this 'is what we get, and 
find years afterwards, when we think we have married 
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a smiling 5 artless, young creature! Are you ail sucn 
liypocrites, Mrs* Pendennis?” and lie pulled Ms 
moustacliios in Ms wratM 

^^Poor Clive 5 ” says Laura, very Mndlj. “You 
would not have Had lier tell tales of her mother, would 
you?’’ 

“0, of course not/’ breaks out Clive 5 “that is what 
you all say, and so you are hypocrites out of sheer 
virtue.” 

It was the first time Laura had called him Clive 
for many a day* She was becoming reconciled to 
Mm. We had our own opinion about the young feL 
low’s marriage. 

And, to sum up all, upon a casual rencontre with 
the .young gentleman in question, -whom we saw 
descending from a Hansom at the steps of the Flag, 
Pall Mali, I opined that dark thoughts of Hoby had 
entered into Clive He wcome’s mind. Othello-like, he 
scowled after that unconscious Cassio as the other 
passed into the club in his lacquered boots. 
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CHAPTEE X. 


Absit Omen. 

At the first of the Blackwall festivals, Hobson 
Newcome was present, in spite of the 'quarrel which 
had taken place between his elder brother and the 
chi^f of the firm of Hobson Broth ci’S and Newcome. 
But it was the individual Barnes and the individual 
Thomas wdio had had a difference together ^ the 
Bimdlecund Bank was not at variance with its chief 
house of commission in London; no man drank pros- 
perity to the B. B, C., upon occasion of this festival, 
with r greater fervour than Hobson Newcome, and the 
manner in which he just slightly alluded, in his own 
little speech of thanks, to the notorious diferences 
between Colonel Newcome and his nephew, praying 
that these might cease some day, and, meanwhile, 
that the confidence between the great Indian establish- 
ment and its London agents might never diminish, 
was appreciated and admired by six-and-thirty gentle- 
men, all brim-Ml of claret and enthusiasm, and in 
that happy state of mind in which men appreciate and 

admire everything. ^ ^ 

At the second dinner, when the testimonial was 
presented, Hobson was not present. Nor did Ms name 
figure amongst those engraven on the trunk of Mr. 
Newcome’s allegorical silver cocoa-nut tree. As we 
travelled homewards in the omnibus, Fred Bayham 
noticed the circumstance to me. “I have looked over 
the list of names,” says he, “not merely that on the 
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trunk, Sir, but the printed list; it was rolled up and 
placed in one of the nests on the top of the tree. 
Whj is Hobson’s name not there? ~ Hal it mislikes 
me, Pendennis.” 

P. who was now ¥eiy great about City affairs, 
discoursed about stocks and eoropanies with immense 
learning, and gave me to understand that he had 
transacted one or two little operations in Capol Court 
on his own account, wdth great present, and still 
larger prospective advantages to himself. It is a fact, 
that Mr. Eidley vras paid, and that P» B.’s costmne, 
though still eccentric, was comfortable, cleanly, and 
variegated. He occupied the apartments once tenanted 
by the amiable Honeyman. He lived in ease and 
comfort there. ‘^You don’t suppose,” says he, “that 
the m^etched stipend I draw from the ^Pali Mall 
Cassette’ enables me to maintain this kind of thing? 
F. B., Sir, has a station in the world; F. B. moves 
among moneyers and City nobs, and eats cabobs with 
wealthy nabobs. He may marry, Sir, and settle in 
life.” We cordially wished every worldly prosperity 
to the brave F. B* , 

Happening to descry him one day in the Park, I 
remarked that his countenance wore an ominous and 
tragic appearance, which seemed to deepen as he 
neared me. I thouglit he had been toying affably 
with a nursery-maid the moment before, who stood 
with some of her little charges watching the yachts 
upon the Serpentine. Howbeit, espying my approach, 
F. B. strode away from the maiden and her innocent 
companions, and advanced to greet his old ac- 
quaintance, enveloping his face with shades of funereal 
gloom. . ^ 
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were tlie cliiWreti of my good.friesid Colonel 
Huckaback, of the Bombay Mariaaal' Alas! un- 
conscious of tlieir doom, tlie little infants play. I 
was watching them at; tbelr sports, ’• There is a 
pleasing young .woman in attendance 'upon the poor 
children# l^hey were sailing their little boats upon 
the Serpentine*, racing and laughing, and making 
merry; and as I looked on, Master Hastings Hucka- 
back's boat went down! Adsll omm^ Pendennis! I 
moved by the circumstance. P. B. hopes that 
the child’s father’s argosy may not meet with ship- 
wTeck!” 

“Yon mean the little yellow-faeed man whom we 
met at Colonel Newcome’s,” says Mr, Pendennis. 

‘‘I do, Sir,’^ growled F, B. ‘‘Yon. know that he is 
a brother director with our Colonel in the Bundlecnnd 
Bank?'’ ' ■ 

“Gracious Heavens!’^ I cried, in sincere anxiety, 
“nothing has happened I hope, to the Bundlecnnd 
Bank? ” 

“No,” answers the other, “nothing has happened, 
the good ship. is safe, Sir, as yet. But she has nar- 
rowly escaped a great danger, Pendennis,” cries F. B., 
gripping my arm with great energy, ^‘there was a 
traitor in her crew — she has weathered the’ storm 
nobly — who would have sent her on the rocks, Sir, 
who would have scuttled her at midnight.” 

“Pray drop your nautical metaphors, and tell me ' 
what you mean,” cries F. B.’s companion, and Bay- 
ham continued his narration, 

.“Were you in the lea'St conversant 'with City 
afealrs^” ’he said, “or did yeti' deign th visit the spot 
where merchants mostly congregate^ you would have ' 
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heard the story, which was over €ie 
day, and spread dismay from Threadneedle Sfreet to 
Leadenhall. The story is, that the firm of Hohson 
Brothers, and Newcome, yesterday refused acceptance 
of thirty thousand pounds worth of bills of the Bnn- 
dlecund Banking Company of India. 

“The news came like a tliiinaerclap upon tiie 
London Board of Directors, who had received no 
notice of the intentions of Hobson Brothers, and 
caused a dreadful panic amongst the shareholders 
of the concern. The board-room was besieged by 
Colonels and Captains, widows and orphans; within 
an hour after protest the bills were taken up, and 
you will see, in the city article of the Globe this 
very evening, an announcement that henceforward 
the house of Baines and Jolly, of Job Court, will meet 
engagements of the Bundlecund Banking Company ot 
India, being provided with ample funds to do honour 
to every possible liabiUty of that Company. But the 
shares fell, Sir, in consequence of the panic. I hope 
they will rally. I trust and believe they will rally.' 
Tor OUT good Colonsrs sciko, and tliat of liis friotids, 
for tlio sake of tlic iiinocont cliildrcii sporting by tlio 

Serpentine yonder, x x 

“I bad my suspicions wben tbey gave that testi- 

monial,” said T. B. “In my experience of life, 
Sir, I always feel rather shy about testimonials, 
and when a party gets one, somehow look out to 
hear of his smashing the next month. Absit Omen! 
I will say again, I like not fhe going down of yonder 
little yacht.” 

The “Globe” sure enough contained a paragraph 
that evening announcing the occurrence which Mr. Bay- 
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agents of tlie Indian Conipanj. ■ Legal proceedings 
were presently tlireatened by the Solicitors of the Com- 
pany against the banking firm which had caused so 
much mischief, Mr. Hobson Isfewcome was absent 
abroad when the circumstance took place, and it was 
known that the protest of the bills was solely attrib- 
utable to his nephew and partner. But after the 
break between the two firms, there was a rupture 
between Hobson’s family and Colonel Newcome. The 
exasperated Colonel vowed that his brother and Ms 
nephew were traitors alike, and would have no further 
dealings with one or the other. Even poor innocent 
Sam Newcome, coming up to London from Oxford, 
where he had been plucked, and offering a hand to 
Clive, was frowned away by our Colonel, who spoke 
in terms of great displeasure to Ms, son for taking the 
least notice of the young traitor. 

Our Colonel was changed, changed in liis heart, 
changed in his whole demeanour towards the world, 
and above all towards his son, for 'whom he had made 
so many kind sacrifices in Ms old days. We have 
said how, ever since Clive’s marriage, a tacit strife had 
been gro-wing up between father and , son. The boy’s 
evident unhappiness was like a reproach to Ms father. 
His very, silence angered the old man. His want of 
confidence daily chafed and annoyed -Mm. At the 
head of a large fortune” which he rightly persisted in 
spending, he felt angry with himself because he could 
not enjoy it, angry with Ms son, who' should have 
helped Mm in the administration of' Ms new estate, 
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and 'wlio was but a listless ^ useless member of tbe 
little confederacy '-a living protest against all tbe 
sebemes of tbe good man’s past life. Tbe catastrophe 
in' tbe City again brongbt father and son togetber 
somewliat,’ and tbe vindictiveness of both was roused 
by Barnes’s treason. Time was when tbe Colonel 
bimself would have viewed bis kinsman more cbarb 
tably, but fate and circumstance bad angered that 
originally friendly and gentle disposition; bate and 
suspicion bad mastered him, and if it cannot be said 
tbat bis new life bad changed him, at least it bad 
brought out faults for which there bad hitherto been 
no occasion, and ijualities latent before. Do we know 
ourselves, or what good or evil circumstance may bring 
from us? Did Cain know, as be and bis younger 
brother played round their mother’s knee, tbat the 
little band which caressed Abel, should one day grow 
larger, and seize a brand to slay Mm? Thrice for- 
tunate be, to whom circumstance is made easy: whom 
fate visits with gentle trial, and kindly heaven keeps 
out of temptation. ^ * ' 

In tbe stage "which tbe family feud now reached, 
and which the biographer of tbe Newcomes is bound 
to describe, there is one gentle moralist who gives her 
sentence decidedly against Clive’s father; "whilst on the 
other band a rough pliilosopber and friend of mine, 
whose opinions used to have some weight with me, 
stoutly declares tbat they were right. “War and 
Justice are good tMngs,” says George Warrington, 
rattling bis clenched hst on the table. “I maintain 
them, and tbe common sense of tbe world maintains 
them, against tbe preaching of all the Honeymans 
tbat ever puled from the pulpit. I have not tbe least 



THE HBWOOHES. 


145 


objection in life to a rogue being hung* When a 
scoundrel Is whipped I am pleased,. , and ,say, serve 
him right. If any gentleman will horsewhip Sir 
Barnes Neweome, Baronet, I shall not be shocked, 
but, on the contrary, go home and order an extra 
mutton chop for dinner.” 

“Ah! Eevenge is wrong, Pen,” pleads the other 
counsellor. ^^Let alone that the wisest and best of 
all Judges has condemned it It blackens the hearts 
of men. It distorts their views of right. It sets them 
td devise evil. It causes them to think unjustly of 
others. It is not the noblest return for injury, not 
even the bravest way of meeting it. The greatest 
courage is to bear persecution, not to answer when 
you are reviled, and when a wrong has been done you 
to forgive. I am sorry for what you call the Coloners 
triumph and his enemy’s humiliation. Let Barnes be 
as odious as you will, ke ought never to have humi- 
liated Ethel’s brother; but he is weak. Other gentlemen 
as well are w^eak, Mr. Pen, although you are so much 
cleverer than w^omen. I have no patience with the 
Colonel, and I beg you to tell him whether he asks 
you or not that he has lost my good graces, and that 
I for one will not huzzah ^at what his 'friends and 
datterers call his triumphs , and that I, don’t think in 
this instance he has acted like the dear Colonel, and 
the good Colonel, and the good Christian, that I once 
thought him,” 

We must now tell what the Colonel atid Clive had 
been doing, and whaf caused two such diderent opi- 
nions- respecting their . conduct from, tibe two critics 
Just named. The refusal of the London Banking Hotise 
Tfie Newemes. IV. 15 
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to accept the hills of the Great Indian Company of 
course affected very much the credit of that Company 
in this country. Sedative aniiouneements were issued 
by the Directors in London; brilliant accounts of the 
Company’s affairs abroad were published; proof incon- 
trovertible v^as given that the B. B. C* was never in so 
flourishing a state as at that time when Hobson Brothers 
had refused its drafts; there could he no question that 
the Company had received a severe wound and was 
deeply if not vitally injured by the conduct of the 
London firm. 

The propensity to sell out became quite epidemic 
amongst the share-holders. Everybody was anxious 
to realise. Why, out of the thirty names inscribed 
on poor Mrs. Clive’s cocoa-nut tree no less than twenty 
deserters might be mentioned, or at least who would 
desert could they find an opportunity of doing so 
with arms and baggage. WrathMly the good Colonel 
scratched the names of those faithless ones out of his 
daughter’s visiting booh: haughtily he met them in the 
street: to desert the B. B. C. at the hour of peril was, 
in his idea, like applying for leave of absence on the 
eve of an action. He would not see that the question 
was not one of sentiment at all, hut of chances and 
arithmetic; he would not hear with patience of men 
quitting the ship, as he called it. ''They may go, 
Sir,” says he, ‘^but let them never more be officers 
of mine.’^ With scorn and indignation he paid off 
one or two timid friends, who were anxious to fiy, 
and purchased their shares out of Ms own pocket. 
But his purse was not long enough for this kind of 
amusement. What money he had was invested in the 
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Company already , and Ids name. fiirtlier, pledged for 
meeting the engagements from which tlieir late London 
Bankers had witkdraiim. 

Tliose gentlemen, in tiie mean^MIe,^ spoke of'tlieir 
differences witli tlie Indian Bank' as quite Batnrak snd 
laughed at the ahstird charges of personal hostility 
which poor Thomas Keweome publicly preferrei 
Here is a hot-headed old Indian; Dragoon,” says 
Sir Barnes, ''who knows no more about business than 
I do about cavalry tactics or BQndostanee; who gets 
into a partnership along with other dragoons and 
Indian wiseacres , with ^ some uncommonly wily old 
natwe practitioners; and they pay great dividends,' 
and they set up a bank. Of course we will do these 
people s business as long as we are covered, but I have 
always told their manager that we 'would run no risks 
whatever, ^and close the account the very moment it 
did not suit us to keep it: and' so we parted .company 
six weeks ago, since when there has been a panic in 
the Company , a panic which has been increased by 
Colonel Newcome’s absurd swagger and folly. He 
says I am his enemy; enemy indeed! So I am in 
private dife, but what has that to do with business ^ 
In business, begad, there are no friends -and no 
enemies at all. ^ I leave all, my sentiment on the other 
side of Temple Bar/ ' ■ • 

So Thomas Hewcome, and Clive the eon of Thomas, 
had wrath in their hearts against Barnes, ' their, kinsman, 
and desired to be revenged upon, him, and were eager 
after his undoisig, and longed for an opportunity when 
they might meet him and overcome Mm, and put him 
fo'Shame. \ . 
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Wkm men aa^e In tliis frame of mind, a certain 
personage is said always to be at band to help them 
and giYe them occasion for indulging in tlieir pretty 
little passion* Wbat is sheer bate seems to the in di- 
vidual entertaining tbe sentiment so like indignant 
virtue, that be often indulges in tbe propensity to tbe 
full, nay, lauds Mmself for tbe exercise of it. I am 
sure ^ if ^ Thomas Newcome, in Ms present desire for 
retaliation against Barnes, bad known tbe real nature 
of bis sentiments towards that worthy, bis conduct 
would have been different, and we should have beard 
of no such active hostilities as ensued. 


THE HEWHOMES.' 


CHAPTER XI. ■ 

In wfeicli Mrs. Olivo comes into Jier fortcae- 

In speaking of the affairs of tke B. B. C.3 Sir 
Barnes . Hewcome always took care to maintain kis 
candid surprise relating tO' tiie proceedings of that 
•Company. He set about eTil reports against it! He 
endeavour to do it a wrong — absurd! If a friend 
'were to ask him (and it was quite curious what a 
number did manage to ask him) whether he thought 
the Company was an advantageous investment of 
course he would give an answer. He could not say 
conscientiously he thought so — never once had said 
so - — in the time of their 0011110x1011, wMeh- had been 
formed solely with a view of obliging his amiable 
uncle. It was a quarrelsome Company; a dragoon 
Oompany; a Company of gentlemen accustomed to 
gunpowder, and fed on mulligatawny. He, forsooth, 
be hostile to it! There were some Companies that 
required no enemies at ail, and 'would be pretty sure 
to go to the deuce their own way. 

Thus, and with this amiable -candour, spake Barnes, 
about a commercial speculation, the merits, of wbieb 
he had a right to canvass as well as any other citfeen. 
As for Uncle Hobson, his conduct was characterised 
by a timidity which pne would scarcely have expected 
from a gentleman of his iorid,- Jolly ^ countenance, 
active habits, and generally manly demeanour. He 
kept a'way from the cocoa-nut feast, as we have seen; 
he protested privily to the Colonel that his private 
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good-will continued undiminislied: but be was deeply 
grieved at the B. B. C. affair, wbicb took place while 
be was on the Continent — confound the Continent, 
my wife would go — and wbicb was entirely without 
bis cognisance. The Colonel received bis brotber^s 
excuses, first with awful bows and ceremony, and 
finally with laughter. ‘‘My good Hobson” said be, 
with tbe most insufferable kindness, “of course you 
intended to be friendly; of course tbe affair was done 
without your knowledge. We understand that sort o£ 
thing. London bankers have no hearts — for these 
last fifty years past that I have known you and your 
brother, and my amiable nephew, the pi*esent com- 
manding officer, has there be.en anything in your con- 
duct that has led me to suppose you had?” and here- 
with Colonel hlewcome burst out into a laugh. It was 
not a pleasant laugh to hear. Worthy Hobson took 
his hat, and walked away, brushing it round and round, 
and looking very confused. The Colonel sti*ode after 
him down stairs, and made him an awful bow at the 
hall door. Never again did Hobson Newcome set foot 
in that Tyburnian mansion. 

During the whole of that season of the testimonial 
the cocoa-nut figured in an extraordinary number of 
banquets. The Colonel’s hospitalities were more pro- 
fuse than ever, and !Mrs. Clive’s toilettes more brilliant 
Clive, in his confidential conversations with his friends, 
was very dismal and gloomy. When I asked City 
news of our well-informed friend B., I am sorry to 
say, his countenance became funereal. The B. B. C. 
shares, which had been at an immense premium , twelve 
months since, were now slowly falling, failing. 

wish ” said Mr. Sherrick to me, “the Colonel 
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would realise eren now, like tkat Hr. Eatray wko lias 
just come out of the ship, and brougM a hundred 
thoasand pounds with him.” ■ , . 

^^Coine oat of the ship! Xoa little know the Co- 
lonel, I'll*. Sherrick, if yon think he a^iil ever do that.” 

Mr. Eatray, though he had returned to Europe, 
gave the most cheering accounts of the B. B. C. It 
was ill the most flourishing state. Shares sure to get 
up again. He had sold out entirely on account of his 
liver. Must come home — the doctor said so. 

Some months afterwards, another director, Mr. 
Hedges, came home. Both of these gentlemen, as we 
know, entertained the fashionable world, got scats in 
Parliament, purchased places in the country, and were 
greatly respected* Mr. Hedges came out, but his 
wealthy partner, Mr. McGaspey,^ entered into the B. B. C* 
The entry of Mr. McGaspey into the affairs of, the 
Company did not seem to produce very great excite- 
ment in England. The shares slowly fell. However 
there was a prodigious indigo crop. The London 
manager was in perfect good-humour. In spite of this 
and that, of defections, of unpleasantries, of unfavour- 
^able whispers, and doubtful friends — Thomas New- 
come kept his head high, and his face was always kind 
and smiling, except^ when certain family enemies were 
mentioned, and he frowned like Jove' in anger* 

We have seen how very fond little Eosey W’^as of her 
Mamma, of her Uncle, James Binnie, and now ^ of her 
Papa, as she affectionately styled. Thomas Newcome. 
This affection, I am sure, the two gentlemen returned 
with all their hearts, and but .that they were much too 
generous and simple-minded to entertain such a feeling, ‘ 
it may be wondered that the two good old boys were 
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not a little jealons of one anotlier. Howbeit it does 
not appear that they enteitained such a feeling; at 
least, it never interxnpted the kindly friendship between 
them, and Clive was regarded in the light of a son by 
both of them, and each contented himself with his 
moiety of the smiling little gii-l’s affection. 

As long as they were with her, the truth is, little 
Mrs. Clive was very fond of people, very docile, obedient, 
easily pleased, brisk, kind, and good-humoured. She 
charmed her two old friends with little songs, little 
smiles, little kind offices, little caresses; and having 
administered Thomas Newcome’s cigar to him, in the 
daintiest prettiest way, she would trip off to drive with 
James Binnie, or sit at Ms dinner, if he was indisposed, 
and be as gay, neat-banded, watchful, and attentive 
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venture upon tlie statement,) tiat some, men eoncEr 
witli tiie ladies’ opinion of Mrs. Clive. For instance, 
Captains Goby and Hoby declare that ter treatment 
of tbe latter, lier eoeourageinent, and desertton of him 
when Clive made bis proposals, were sbamefnL 

At this time Eosey was In a pupillary state. A good, 
obedient little girl, her duty was to obey the wishes 
of her dear Mamma. How show her sense of virtue 
and obedience better than by promptly and cheerfully 
obeying Mamma, and at the orders of that experienced 
Campaigner, giving up Bobby Hoby, and going to 
England to a fine house, to be presented at Court, to 
have all sorts of pleasure with a handsome young 
husband and a kind father-in-law by her side? Fo 
wonder Eosey was not in a very active state of ^ief 
at parting from Uncle James. He strove to console 
himself with these considerations when he had returned 
to the empty house, where she had danced, and smiled, 
and warbled; and he looked at the chair she sat in; 
and at the great mirror which had so often reflected 
her fresh pretty face; — the great callous mirror, which 
now only framed upon its shining sheet the turban, 
and the ringlets, and the plump person, and the reso- 
lute smile of the old Campaigner. 

After that parting with her uncle at 'the Brussels’ 
railway, Eosey never again beheld him. He passed 
into the Campaigner’s keeping, from which alone he 
was rescued by the sunpions of pallid death. ' He met 
'that- Summons like a philosopher; rejected 'rather testily 
all &e mortuary consolations which 'his aephaw-m-Iaw, 
Josey’s husband, thought proper to bring -to his bed- 
aide; and littered opinions which scandalized that divine. 
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Mm m m len mrs. m'Uiw only ooots tiirlce tnat sum 
to Ills sister, and the remainder of his property to his 
beloved niece, !Eosa Mackenzie, now Rosa Neweome, 
let ns trust that Mr. M^Craw, hurt and angry at the 
ilhfayoiir shown to Ms wife, his third young wife, his 
best beloved Josey, at the impatience with which the 
deceased had always received his, Mr. M‘ Craw’s, own 
sermons; — let us hope, I say, that the reverend gentle- 
man was mistaken in his views respecting the present 
position of Mr. James Binnic’s soul; and that heaven 
may have some regions yet accessible to James, which 
Mr. M^Craw’s intellect has not yet explored. Look, 
gentlemen! Does a week pass without the announce- 
ment of the discovery of a new comet in the sky, a new 
star* in the heaven, twinkling dimly out of a yet farther 
distance, and only no^v becoming visible to human ken 
though existent for ever and ever? So let us hope 
divine truths may be shining, and regions of light and 
love extant j which Geneva glasses cannot yet perceive, 
and are beyond the focus of Roman telescopes. 

I think Clive and the Colonel were more affected 
by the news of James’s death than Rosey, concerning 
whose wonderful strength of mind good Thomas New- 
come discoursed to my Laura and me, when, fancying 
that my friend’s wife needed comfort and consolation, 
Mrs. Pendennis went to visit her. ‘‘Of course we shall 
have no more parties this year,” sighed Rosey. She 
looked very pretty in her Mack dress. Clive, in Ms 
hearty way, said a hundi*ed kind feeling things about 
the departed friend. Thomas "Newcome’s recollections 
of him, and regret, were no less tender and sincere. 
“See,” says he, “how that dear child’s sense of duty 
makes her hide her feelings Her grief is most deep, 
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riage, and Clive, poor Giive, thongli iie spoke very 
nobly and generously about Mr, Binnie, I am sure it 
is not Ms old friend’s death merely, which makes him 
so unhappy.” 

Poor Clive, by right of his wife, was now rich 
Clive; the little lady having inherited from her kind 
relative no inconsiderable sum of money. In a very 
early part of this story, mention has been made of a 
small sum producing one hundred pounds a-year, which 
Clive’s father had made over to the lad when he sent 
him from India. This little sum Mr. CHve had settled 
upon his wife before marriage, being indeed all he had 
of his owxi; for the famous b^ank shares which his father 
presented to him, were only made over formally when 
the young man came to London after his marriage, 
and at the paternal request and order appeared as a 
most inefficient director of the B. B. C. Now Mrs. New- 
come, of her own inheritance, possessed not only B.B.C. 
shares, but monies in bank, and shares in East India 
Stock, so that Clive in the right of his wife had a seat 
in the assembly of East India shareholders, and a voic'e 
in the election of directors of that famous company. 
I promise you Mrs. Clive was a personage of no little 
importance. She carried her little head with an aplomb 
and gravity which amused some of usw E. B. bent his 
most respectfully down before her; she sent him on 
messages, and deigned to ask Mm to dinner. He once 
more wore a cheerful countenance; the clouds which 
gathered o’er the sun of Newcome were in the bosom 
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of the ocean buried, Baybam said, by James Biunie’s 
brilliant behaviour to Ms niece, 

Clive' m^'as a proprietor of East India Stock, and 
had a vote in electing the directors of that Company: 
and who so' fit to be a director of his affairs as Thomas 
Hewcome, Estp, Companion of the Bath, and so long 
a distinguished officer in its army? To hold this 
position of director, used, up to very late days^, to be 
the natural ambition of many East Indian gentlemen. 
Colonel Newcome had often thought of offering him- 
self as a candidate, and now openly placed himself on 
the lists, and publicly announced his intention. His 
interest was rather powerful through the Indian bank, 
of 'Which he was a director, and many of the share- 
holders of which were proprietors of the East India 
Company. To have a director of the B. B. C. also a 
member of the parliament in Leadenhall Street, would 
naturally be beneficial to the former institution, Tho- 
mas Newcomers prospectuses were issued accordingly, 
and his canvass received vdth tolerable favour. 

Within a very short time another candidate appeared 
in the field, — a retired Bombay lawyer, of consider- 
able repute and large means, — and at the head of this 
gentleman’s committee appeared the names of Hobson 
Brothers and Mewcome, very formidable personages at 
the East India House, with which the hank of Hobson 
Brothers have had dealings for half a century past, 
and where the old lady, who founded or consolidated 
that family, had had three stars before her own vener- 
able name, which had descended upon her son Sir Brian, 
and her grandson Sir Barnes. 

.War was thus openly declared between Thomas 
Neweome and his nephew. The canvass on both sides 
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was very liot and ea^er. The imiaiber-of promises was 
pretty equal. The election was not to come off yet for 
awhile; lor aspirants to the honom*able office of director 
used to aimoniiee their mshes years before they 'conld 
be fulfilled, and returned again and again to the con- 
test before they' finally won it. Howbeit, the Coloners 
prospects were very fair, and a prodigious indigo crop 
came in to favour the B. B. C. with the most brilliant 
report from the board at Calcutta. The shares still 
somewhat sluggish, rose again, the ColoneFs hopes 
witif them , and the courage of gentlemen at home who 
had invested their money in the transaction. 

We were sitting one day round the Colonel’s dinner- 
table; it was not one of the cocoa-nut tree days, that 
ambiem was locked up in the butler’s pantry, and only 
beheld the lamps on occasions of state. It was a snug 
family party in the early part of the. year, when scarcely 
anybody was in town; only Georgo Warrington, and 
F. B., and Mr, and Mrs. Fendennis, and the ladies 
having retired, we were having such a talk as we used 
to enjoy in quite old days, before marriages and cares 
and divisions had separated us. 

F. B. led the conversation. The Colonel received 
his remarks with great gravity, and thought him an in- 
structive personage. Others considered him rather as 
amusing than instructive, and so his eloquence was 
generally welcome., The canvass for the directorship 
was talked over. The- improved affairs of a certain 
great Banking Company, which shall be nameless, but 
one which F. B. would take the liberty to state, would, 
in Ms opinion, unite for ever the mother country to 
.ottr great Indian possessions; — the prosperity of this 
great Company was enthusiastically drunk by 'Mr- Bay- 
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ham in some of the very best claret. The conduct 
of the enemies of that Company was characterized in 
terms of bitter, but not undeserved, satire* F. B. rather 
liked to air Ms oratory, and neglected few opportunities 
for making speeches after dinner. 

The Colonel admired his voice and sentiments not 
the less, perhaps, because the latter were highly lau- 
datory of the good man. And not from interest, at 
least, as far as he himself knew — not from any mean 
or selfish motives, did F. B. speak. He called Colonel 
Newcome his friend, his benefactor: kissed the 'hem 
of his garment: he wished fervently that he could have 
been the Coloners son: he expressed, repeatedly, a 
desire that some one would speak ill of the Colonel, 
so, that he, F* B., might have the opportunity of polish- 
ing that individual off in about two seconds. He revered 
the Colonel 'vvith ail Ms heart; nor is any gentleman 
proof altogether against this constant regard and de- 
votion from another* 

The Colonel used to wag his head wisely, and say 
Mr. Bayham^’s suggestions were often exceedingly valu- 
able, as indeed the fact was, though Ms conduct was 
no more of a piece with his opinions than those of some 
other folks occasionally are. 

‘‘What the Colonel ought to do, Sir, to help Mm 
in the direction,” says F, B., “is to get into Parlia- 
ment. The House of Commons would aid Mm into the 
Court of Directors, and the Court of Directors would 
help Mm in the House of Commons.” 

“Most wisely said,” says Warrington. 

. The Colonel declined* “I have long had the 
House of Commons in my eye,” he said: “but not for 
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me. I wanted my boy to go there. B would be a 
prcmd day for me if I eould see Mm tbere.^^’ 

“I can’t speak,” says Clive, from Ms end of the 
table. “I don’t understand about parties, like F. B. 
here.” 

believe I do know a tMng or two,” l&.Bayham 
here politely interposes. 

And politics do not interest me in the least ” Clive 
sighs out, drawing pictures with his fork on his napkin 
and not heeding the other’s intemiption. 

* “I wish I knew what would interest Mm,” his 
father whispers to me, who happened to be at Ms 
side. “He never cares to be out of his painting- 
room*, and he doesn’t seem to be very happy even in 
there. I wish to G-od, Pen, I knew what had come 
oyer the boy.” I thought I knew; but what was the 
use of telling, now there was no remedy. 

'‘*A dissolution is expected every day,” continued 
F. B. “The papers are Mi of it. Ministers cannot 
go on with this majority — cannot possibly go on, Sir. 
I 'have it on the best authority; and men who are 
anxious about their seats are writing to their consti- 
tuents, ,or are subscribing at missionary meetings, or 
are gone down, to lecturing’ at Athenssums, and that 
sort of thing.” 

Here Warrington hurst out into 'a laughter, much 
louder than the occasion of the speech of F. B. seemed 
to warrant; and the Colonel, turning round with some 
, dignity, asked the cause of George’s amusement. 

• “What do you thMk your darling, Sir Barnes 
Meweome Newcome, has been doing, during the' 
.eess?” 'Cries Warrington* '“I had a Miter, ' this morn- 
ing, *from my ' liberal and punctual employer,' Thomas 
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Potts, Esquire, of tlie ‘Newcome Independent,’’ wlio 
states, in language searcelj respeetM, that Sir Barnes 
Newcome Sfeweome is ' trying to come tie religions 
dodge, as Mr. Potts, calls it. He professes to be 
stricken down' by grief on account of late family cir- 
cumstances; wears black, and puts on tie most piteous 
aspect, and asks ministers of various denominations to 
tea with him; and tie last announcement is tie most 
stupendous of all. Stop, I iave it in my great coat;"’ 
and, ringing tie bell, George orders a servant to bring 
iim a newspaper feom Ms great-coat pocket. “Here 
it is, actually in print,” Warrington continues, and 
reads to us. “^Newcome Atienseum. 1. for tie bene- 
it of tie Hewcome Orphan Children’s Home, and 
2. fpr tie benefit of tie J^ewcome Soup Association, 
witiout distinction of denomination. Sir Barnes New- 
come Newcome, Bart., proposes to give two lectures, 
on Friday tie 23rd, and Friday tie 30ti, instant. 
No. 1, Tie Poetry of Ciiklhood; Doctor Watts, Mrs. 
Barbauld, Jane Taylor. No. 2, Tie Poetry of Woman- 
hood, and tie Affections; Mrs. Hemans, D* E.L. Three^- 
pence will be charged at tie doors, which will go to 
tie use of tie above two admirable Societies." Potts 
wants me to go down and hear iim. He lias -an eye 
to business. He has had a quarrel with Sir Barnes, 
and wants me to go down and hear iim, and 
smash iim, he kindly says. Let us go down, Clive. 
You shall draw your cousin as you have drawn his 
villainous little mug a , hundred times before;, and I 
will do tie smasMng part, and we will iave some fun 
'OUt of the transaction.” 

“Besides, Florae will be in tie country; going to 
a journey' worth tie taking, I can toll 
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you; and we liave old Mrs.. Mason to go and see^.wlio,,: 
siglis after yon^ ColoneL My wife went to see iier,” 
remarks Mr. Pendenni8,/‘and — ” 

“And Miss Newcome, I know,” says tiie Colonel. 
“SJie is away at BrigMon, with her little charges, 
for sea air. . ..My. wife heard .from her to-day.” 

“0, indeed. Mrs. Pendennis corresponds with 
herP” says our host, darkling under Ms eyebrows; 
and, at this moment, my neighbour, P. B., is kind 
enough to scrunch my foot under the table with the 
weight of Ms heel, as much as to warn me, by an 
appeal to my own corns, to avoid treading on so de- 
licate a subject in that house. “Yes,”^ said I, in spite, 
perhaps in consequence of this interruption. “My wife 
does correspond with Miss Ethel, who is a noble crejature, 
and whom those who know her know how to love and 
admire. She is very much changed since you knew 
her, Colonel Newcome; since the misfoi'tunes in Sir 
Barnes’ family, and the differences between you and 
him. Very much changed and very much Improved. 
Ask my wife about her, who knows her most inti- 
mately, and hears from her constantly,” 

“Very likely, very likely,” cried the Colonel, htmiedly. 
“I hope she is improved, with all my heart. I am sure 
there was room for it. Gentlemen, shall we go up to the 
ladies and have some coffee?” And herewith the colloquy 
ended, and the party ascended to the drawing-room. 

The party ascended to the drawing-room, where 
no doubt both the ladies were pleased by the invasion 
wMch ended their talk. My wife and the Colonel 
talked apart, and I saw the latter looking gloomy, 
and the former pleading very^ eagerly, and using a 
great deal of action, as the little hands are wont to 
The Mmmms* IF* ■ 
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do, wlien tlie mistress’s lieart is very mnct moved. I 
was sure she was pleading Ethel’s cause with her uncle. 

So indeed she was. And Mr. George, too, knew 
what her thoughts were. “Look at her!’’ he said to 
me, “don’t you see what she is doing? She believes 
in that girl whom you all said Clive took a fancy to, 
before he married his present little placid wife; a 
nice little simple creature, who is worth a dozen Ethels.” 

“Simple certainly,” says Mr. P., with a shrug of 
the shoulder, 

“A simpleton of twenty is better than a roud 'of 
twenty. It is better not to have thought at all, than 
to have thought such things as must go through a 
girl’s mind whose life is passed in jilting and being 
jilted;, whose eyes, as soon as they are opened, are 
turned to the main chance, and are taught to leer at 
an earl, to languish at a marquis, and to grow blind 
before a commoner. I don’t know much about fashion- 
able life. Heaven help us! (you young Brummelil I 
see the reproach in your face!) Why Sir, it absolutely 
appears to me as if this little hop-o-my-thumb of a 
creature has begun to give herself airs since her mar- 
riage and her carriage. Do you know, I rather, 
thought she patronized me? Are all women spoiled 
by their contact with the world, and their bloom rub- 
bed ofP in the market? I know one who seems to me 
to remain pure! to be sure I only know her, and this 
little person, and Mrs. Elanagan, our laundress, and 
my sisters at home, who don’t count. But that Miss 
Newcome to whom once you introduced me? Oh the 
cockatrice! only that poison don’t affect your wife, the 
other would Mil her. I hope the Colonel will not be- 
lieve a word which Laura says.” And my wife’s 
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teie-a-tSie witli our host comiug to an end ahout tMs 
time, Mr. Warrington in high spirits goes up to the 
ladies, recapitulates the news of Earnests lecture, re- 
cites “How doth the little busy bee,’* and gives a 
ijuasi-satirical comment upon that well-Imown poem, 
which bewilders Mrs. Clive, until, set on by the 
laughter of the rest of the audience, she laughs very 
freely at that odd man, and calls him “you^ droll sati- 
rical creature yoiiT’ and says “she never was so much 
amused in her life. Were you, Mrs. Pendenuis?’* 
Meanwhile Clive, who has been sitting apart 
moodily biting his nails, not listening to P. B.’s re- 
marks, has broken into a laugh once or twice, and 
gone to a writing-book, on which, whilst George is 
still disserting, Clive is drawing. 

At the end of the other’s speech, F* B. goes up to the 
draughtsman, looks over Ms shoulder, makes one or two 
violent efforts as of inward convulsion, and finally 
plodes in an enonnous guffaw. “It’s capital! By Jove, 
it ’s capital I Sir Barnes would never dare to face Ms con- 
stituents with that picture of Mm hung up iaNewcome!*' 


And P. B. holds up the drawing, at which we all 


laugh except Laura. As for the Colonel, he paces up 
and down 'the room, holding the sketch 'dose to his 
eyes, holding it away from him,, patting it,' clapping 
his son delightedly on the shoulder. '“Capital! 'capi- 
tal I Well have the picture printed by Jove, Sir; 
show vice its own image; and sham© the viper in^ Ms 
own nest, Sir. That’s what we will.’*' 


- Mrs. Pendennis came away with rather a heav}^ 
heart from this party. She chose- to interest herself 
about the right or wrong of her friends; and her mind 
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was disturbed by tbe Colonel’s vindictiye spirit. On 
the subsequent day we had occasion to visit our friend 
J. J.j (who was completing the sweetest little picture^ 
Ho. 263 in the Exhibition, ‘Portrait of a Lady and 
Child,’) and we found that Clive had been with the 
painter that morning likewise; and that J. J. was ac- 
quainted with his scheme. That he did not approve 
of it we could read in the artist’s grave countenance. 
“Hor does Clive approve of it either!” cried Eidley, 
with greater eagerness than he usually displayed, and 
more openness than he was accustomed to exhibit in 
Judging unfavourably of his friends. 

“Among them they have taken him away from his 
art,” Ridley said. “They don’t understand him when 
he talks about it; they despise him for pursuing it. 
Why should I wonder at that? my parents despised 
it too, and my father was not a grand gentleman like 
the Colonel, hirs. Pendennis. Ah! why did the Co- 
lonel ever grow rich? Why had not Clive to vrork 
for his bx*ead as I have? He would have done some- 
thing that -was w^orthy of him then ; now his time must 
be spent in dancing attendance at balls and operas, 
and yawning at City board-rooms. They call that hu* 
siness: they think he is idling when he comes here, 
poor fellow! As if life was long enough for our art; 
and the best labour we can give, good enough for it! 
He went away groaning this morning, and quite 
saddened in spirits. The Colonel wants to set up 
himself for Parliament, or to set Clive up ; but he says he 
won’t. I hope he won’t; do not yon, Mrs. Pendennis?” 

The painter turned as he spoke; and the bright 
northern light which fell upon the sitter’s head was in- 
tercepted, and lighted up his own as he addressed us. 
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Out ol tiat bright light looked Ms pale thoughtful 
face, and long locks and eager brown eyes. The 
palette on Ms arm was 'a great shield painted of many 
colours; he carried his maul-stiek and a sheaf of 
brushes along with it, the weapons of Ms glorious but 
harmless wmr. With these he achieves eonciucsts, 
"wherein none are wounded save the envious: with that 
he shelters him against how much idleness, ambition, 
temptation! Occupied over that consoling work, idle 
thoughts cannot gain the mastery over^ him: selfish 
wishes or desires are kept at bay. Art is truth; and, 
truth is religion: and its study and practice a daily, 
work of pious duty. What are the world’s struggles, ^ 
brawls, successes, to that calm recluse pursuing Ms 
calling? See, twinkling in the darkness round his 
chamber, numberless beautiful tropMea of the graceful 
victories which he has won; ~ sweet flowers of fancy 
reared by him: -- kind shapes of heauty which he has 
devised and' moulded. The world enters into the 
artist’s studio, and scornfully bids Mm a price f orchis 
genius, or makes dull pretence to admire it. What 
know you of Ms art? You cannot read the alphabet 
of that sacred book, good old Thomas hTewcome! What 
can you tell of its glories , joys , secrets , consolations ? 
Between his two best beloved mistresses, poor Clive’s 
luckless father somehow interposes; and with sonwM, 
even angry protests. In place of Art the Colonel brings 
Mm a ledger; and in lieu of first love, shouts him Eosej. 

No wonder that CHve hangs Ms head; rebels some- 
times, desponds always: he has positively determined 
to refuse to stand for Newcome, Eidley says. ^ Laura 
is glad of his refusal, and begins to think of Mm once 
more as of the Clive of old days* 
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CHAPTEE Xn. 


la whicli the Colonel and the ISTewcoine Athcnajuin are both lectured. 

At breakfast with bis family, on the morning after 
tbe little entexiiainment to whicb we were bidden, in 
tbe last chapter, Colonel Isfewcome "was full of tlie 
projected invasion of Barnes’s territories, and delighted 
to think that there was an opportunity of at last 
humiliating that rascal. 

“Clive does not think he is a rascal at all, papa,” 
cries Eosey, from behind her tea-urn; “that is, you 
said you thought papa judged him too harshly; you 
know you did, this morning!” And from her hus- 
band’s angry glances, she hies to his fathers for pro- 
tection. Those were even fiercer than Clive’s. Ee- 
venge flashed from beneath Thomas Newcome’s griizzled 
eyebrows, and glanced an the direction where Clive 
sat. Then the Coloners face flushed up, and he cast 
his eyes down towards his tea-cup, which he lifted 
with a trembling hand. The father and son loved 
each other so, that each was afraid of the other. A 
war between two such men is dreadful; pretty little 
pink-faced Eosey, in a sweet little morning cap and 
ribbons, her pretty little fingers twinkling with a score 
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Tliomas Newcome; “our family is insulted our enter- 
prises ruined, by that traitor, and my son is not even 
angry! he does not care for the success of our 
plans — for the honour of our name even; I make 
him a position of which any young man in England 
might be proud, and Clive scarcely deigns to ac- 
cept it.” 

“My wife appeals to my father, thinks poor 
Clive; “it is from him she asks counsel, and not from 
mo. Be it about the ribbon in her cap, or any other 
transaction in our lives, she takes her colour from his 
opinion, and goes to him for advice, and I have to 
wait till it is given, and conform myself to it. It 1 
differ from the dear old father, I wound him; if I 
yield up my opinion, as I do always, it is with. a bad 
grace, and I wound him stUl. With the best inten- 
tions in the world, wh# a slaTo’s life it is that he has 

made for mo!” - 

^■How iiitcrostecl yon are in your- papers, ^resumes 
the sprightly Rosey* “What can yon find m those 
horrid politics?” Both gentlemen are looking at them 
papers with all their might, and no doubt cannot see 
one single word which those biilhant and witty leading 

“Clive is like you, Bosey,” says the Colonel, 
laying 'Ms paper down, “and does 'not , care for po** 
yditics' 

“He only cares for pictures, papa/' 'says Mrs. 
Clive, “He would not drive with 'me yesterday m 
the park, but spent hours in Ms room, while you were 
toiling in the city, poor papal — spent' hours painting 
a horrid beggar-man dressed up as a ^monk. And 
this morning, ^he got up §uite early, <julte early, and 
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lias been out ever so- long, and only came in for 
breakfast just now! just before tbe bell rang;’ 

''I like a ride before breakfast,” says Clive. 

ridel I know where yon have been, Sir! He 
goes away morning after morning, to 'that little Mr. 
Eidley’s — Ms chnm, papa,^ and he comes back with 
his hands all over horrid paint. He did this morning- 
yon know yon did, Clive.” 

‘‘I did not keep any one waiting, Eosa,” says 
Olive. I like to have two or three hours at nly 
painting when I can spare them?” Indeed, the poor 
away of summer mornings for 
Eidley s instructions, and gallop home again, so as to 
be in time for the family meal. 

ies, cries Eosey, tossing up the cap and rib- 
bons, ‘‘he gets up so early in the morning, that at 
night he falls asleep after dinner; very pleasant and 
polite, isn’t he, papa?” 

‘‘I am up betimes too, my dear,” says the Colonel 
(many and many a time he must have heard Clive as 
he^ left the house); I have a great many letters to 
write, affairs of the greatest importance to examine 
and conduct. Mr. Betts from the city is often with 
me for hours before I come down to your breakfast- 
table. A man who has the affairs of such a great 
^nk as ours to look to, must be up with the lark. 
We^ are all early risers in India.” 

‘‘You dear kind papa!” says little Eosey, with 
unteigned admiration; and she ’puts out one of the 
plump white little jewelled hands, and pats the lean 
brown paw of the Colonel which is nearest to her. 

Is Eidley’s picture getting on well, CHve?” asks 
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tlie Colonel I trying* to interest Mmself aBont Eidiey 
and Ills picture. 

t^Yery well 5 it is bcantiM; lie has sold it for a 
great price; they must make Mm an aeademiciaii next 
year 5” replies Clive. 

“A most industrious and meritorious young manj 
he deserves every honour that may happen to him,” 
says the old soldier. “Rosa, my dear, it is time that 
yoii should ask Mr. Eidiey to dinner, and Hfr. Smee, 
aiM some of those gentlemen. We will drive this 
afternoon and see your portrait.” 

“Clive does not go to sleep after dinner when Mr. 
Ridley comes here,” 'cries Rosa. 

“No; I think it is my turn then,” says the Colonel, 
with a glance of kindness. The anger has disap- 
peared from under Ms brows;,, at that. , moment,, the 
menaced battle is postponed. 

“And yet I know that it must'eome,” says poor 
Clive, telling me the story as he hangs on my arm, 
and %Ye pace through the Park. The Colonel and I 
are walking on a mine, and that poor little wife of 
mine is perpetually flinging little shells to fl,re it. I 
sometimes wish it were blown up, and I were done 
for, Pen. I don’t tMnk my widow would break her 
heart about me. No; I have no right to say that; 
it’s a shame to say that; she tries her very best to 
please me, poor little dear.- , It’s the fault, of my 
temper, perhaps, that she can’t. But they neither 
understand me, don’t you see; the Colonel can’t help 
thinking I am a degraded being, because I atn fond 
of painting. Still, dear old boy, he pati'onises Eidiey; 
a man of genius , whom those sentries ought to salute 
by Jove, Sir, when he passes. • Eidiey patronised by 
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the loveliest and best-beloved woman, — of mj glory^ 
and happiness, or good-fortune, avail to a gentleman, ^ 
for instance, who was allowed to enjoj tliem only^ 
witli tlie condition of wearing a shoe wdtli a couple ot 
nails or sharp pebbles inside it? All fame and hap- 
piness would disappear, and plunge 'down that shoe. 
Ail life would rankle round those little nails. I strove, 
by such philosophic sedatives as confidants are wont 
to apply on these occasions, to soothe my poor 
frieyad's anger and pain; and I dare say the little nails 
hurt the patient just as much as before. 

Clive pursued his lugubrious talk through the 
Park, and continued it as far as the modest- furnished 
house which wc then occupied in the Pimlico^ region* 
It so happened that the Colonel and Mrs. Clive 
called upon us that day, and found this culprit in 
Laura’s drawing-room, when they entered it, descend- 
ing out of that splendid barouche in which we have 
already shown hLs. Clive to the public. 

'‘He has not been here for months before; nor 
have you, Eosa; nor have you, Colonel; though wa 
have smothered our indignation, and been to dirie 
with you, and to call, €ver so many times!’’ cries 
Laura. 

The Colonel pleaded his business engagements; 
Eosa, that little woman of the -world, had a thousand 
calls to make, and who knows how much to do? 
since she came out. She had been to fetch Papa^ 
at Bays’s, and the porter had, told the Colonel .that-’ 
Mr. Clive and Mr. Pendennis had just left the club- 

together. ^ - 

“Clive scarcely ever drives with mej says Eosa; 
«'*papa almost always does.”' 
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^^Bosey’s is such a swell carriage , tliat 'l feel 
ashamed/’ says Clive. 

don’t understand you young men. I don’t 
see why you need be ashamed to go on the course 
with your wife in her carriage, Clive,” remarks the 
Colonel. 

‘‘The Course! the Course is at Calcutta, papa!” 
cries Bosey. “ drive in the Park.” 

“We have a park at Barrackpore too, my dear,” 
says Papa. 

“And he calls his grooms saices! He said he 
was going to send away a saice for being tipsy, and 
I did not know in the least what he could mean, 
Laura!” 

“Mr. Hewcome! you must go and drive on the 
course with Bosa, now; and the Colonel must sit 
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As tfee Colonel liad opened the question, I ventured 
to make a respectful remonstrance against the scheme. 
Vindictiveness on the part of a man so simple and 
generous, so fair and noble in all his dealings as 
Thomas Newcome , appeared in my mind unworthy of 
him. Surely his kinsman had sorrow and humiliation 
enough already at home. Barnes's further punishment 
we thought, might he left to time, to remorse, to the i| 

Judge of right and wrong; Who better understands 
than we can do, our causes and temptations towards 
evil actions, Who reserves the sentence for His own 
tribunal. But when angered, the best of us mistake 
our own motives , as we do those of the enemy who 
iniames us. What may be private revenge, we take 
to be indignant virtue, and just revolt against wxpng. 

The Colonel would not hear of counsels of moderation, 
such as I bore him from a sweet Christian pleader. 

“Remorse!” he cried out with a laugh, “that villain 
will never feel it until he is tied up and whipped at 
the cart’s tail! Time change that rogue! Unless he 
is wholesomely punished, he will grow a greater 
scoundrel every year. I am inclined to think, tair, 
says ho, his honest bro%v8 darkling as he looked to- 
wards me, “that you too are spoiled by this wicked 
world, and these heartless, fashionable, fine people. 

You wish to live well with the enemy, and with us 
too, Pendennis. It can’t be. He who is not witli us 
is against us. I very much fear, Sir, that the women, 
the women, you understand, have been talking you 
over. Do not let us Speak any more about this sub- 
ject, for I don’t wish that my son, and my son’s old 
friend, should have a quarrel.” His face became red, 
his voice quivered with agitation, and he looked with 
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to Tliomas Newcome in that family quarrel, I grieved 
to think that a generous heart was led astray, and to 
see a good man do wrong* So with no more thanks 
for his interference than a man usually gets who 
meddles in domestic strifes, the present luckless advo- 
cate ceased pleading. 

To be sure, the Colonel and Clive had other ad- 
visers, who did not take the peaceful side. George War- 
rington was one of these; he was for war a ?outrance 
with Barnes Newcome; for keeping no terms with such 
a villain. He found a pleasure in hunting him and 
whipping him. “Barnes ought to be punished,” George 
said, “for his poor wife’s misfortune; it was Barnes’s 
infernal cruelty, wickedness, selfishness, which had 
driven her into misery and wrong.” Mr. Warrington 
went down to Hewcome, and was present at that lec- 
ture whereof mention has been made in a preceding 
chapter. I am afraid his behaviour was very indecorous; 
he laughed at the pathetic allusions of the respected 
member for Newcome; he sneered at the sublime pas- 
sages; he wrote an awful critique in the “Kewcome 
Independent” two days after, whereof the irony was 
so subtle, that half the readers of the paper mistook 
his grave scorn for respect, and his gibes for praise. 

Clive, his father, and Frederic Bayham, their faith- 
ful aide-de-camp, were at Newcome likewise when Sir 
Barnes’s oration was delivered; At first it was given 
out at Hewcome that the Colonel visited the place for 
the purpose of seeing his dear old friend.and pensioner, 
Mrs. Mason, who was now not long to enjoy his bounty, 
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and BO old, as scarcely to know her henefactor. Only 
after her sleep, or when the sun wanned her and the 
old wine with which he supplied her,, was the good 
old ■woman ahle to recognise her Colonel. She mingled 
father and son together in her mind. A lady who now 
often came in to her, thought she was wandering in 
her talk, when the poor old woman spoke of a visit 
she had had from her hoy; and then the attendant 
told Miss Newcome that such a visit had actually 
taken place, and that but yesterday Clive and liis 
father had been in that room, and occupied the chair 
where she sat, — “The young lady was taken quite 
i!l, and scorned ready to faint almost,”^Mrs. Masons 
servant and spokeswoman told Colonel Newcome when 
that gentleman arrived shortly after Ethel’s departure, 
to see his old nni-se. “Indeed! he was very sorry. I 

The maid told many stories about Miss Neiveomos s| 

goodness and charity; how she was constantly visiting ' | 

the poor now; how she was for ever engaged in good .1; 

works for the young, the sick, and the aged. She had 
had a dreadful misfortune in love; she was going to 
be married to a young marquis; richer even than 
Prince de Montcontonr down at Eosebury; but it was 
all broke off on account of that dreadful affair at the 

Hall „ , 

“Wa.s sli6 very good to the poor? did slie com© 
o'fteE to see her grandfather’s old friend? it was no 
more than she ought to do^' Colonel Newcome said-, 
witliout^ however, thinking fit to tell Ms informant that 
he had himself met Ms niece Ethel, five mimites he^ 
fore he had entered Mrs* MasoMs door. ^ 

The poor thing was in discourse with Mr. Hams, 
the surgeon, and talking (as best she might, for no 
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doubt tlie news wMcli slie bad just Iieard, Imd agitated 
ber), talking about blankets, and arrowroot, wine, 
and medicaments for ber poor, wben sbe saw ber uncle 
coming towards ber, Sbe tottered a step or two for- 
wards to meet bim; beld both ber bands out, and 
called bis name ; but be looked ber sternly in the face, 
took off bis bat and bowed, and passed on. He did 
not think fit to mention the meeting even to bis son, 
Olive 5 but we may be sure Mr, Harris, the surgeon, 
spoke of the circumstance that night after the lecture, 
at the club, where a crowd of gentlemen were gathered 
together, smoking their cigars, and enjoying them- 
selves according to their custom, and discussing Sir 
Barnes Hewcome’s performance. 

According to established usage in such cases, our 
esteemed representative was received by the committee 
of the Newcome Atbenseum, assembled in their com- 
mittee-room, and thence marshalled by the chairman 
and vice-chairman, to bis rostrum in the lecture ball, 
round about which the magnates of the institution, 
and the notabilities of the town were rallied on this 
public occasion. The baronet came in some state from 
bis own bouse, arriving at Newcome in bis carriage 
with four horses, accompanied by My lady, bis mother, 
and Miss Ethel, Ms beautiful sister, who now was 
mistress at the Hall, His little girl was brought — 
five years old now; sbe sate on ber aunt’s knee, and 
slept during a greater part of the performance. A fine 
bustle, we may be sure, was made on the introduction 
of these personages to their reserved seats on the plat- 
form, where they sate encompassed by others of the 
great ladies of Newcome, to whom they and the lec- 
turer were especially gracious at this season. Was 
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not Parliament about to -be dissolved and. were Eot 
tfee folks at Howeome Park particmlarly eivil atjhat 
interesting period? So Barnes' Hewcome mounts Ills 
pnlpit, bows round to tlie crowded assembly In acknow- 
ledgment of their bnza of applause 'or ^recognition, 
passes his lily-wMte podret handkerchief across his 
thin lips, and dashes off into Ms lecture about Mrs. 
Henaans, and the poetry of the affections. A public 
man, a commercial man as we well know, yet his 
heart is in his home, and his joy in Ms affections; the 
presence of tHs immense assembly here this eveninf ; 
of the industrious capitalists; of the intelligent middle 
class; of the pride and mainstay of England, the 
operatives of Neweome; these surrounded, by their 
wives and their children (a graceful bow to the bonnets 
to the right of the platform), show that they too; have 
hearts to feel, and homes to cherish; that they too^ 
feel the love of women, the innoeenee of children, the 
love of song! Our lecturer then makes a distinction 
between man's poetry, and woman’s poetry, charging 
considerably in favour of the latter. We show that to 
appeal to 'the affections is after all the true office of 
the bard; to decorate the homely, threshold, to wreathe 
iowers round the domestic hearth, the delightful duty 
of the Christian singer. We glance, at Mrs. Hemans’s 
biography, 'and state where she was horn, and under 
what circumstances 'she must Iiave at first, &c. &c. Is 
this a correct account of Sir Barnes Hewcomes’s lec- 
ture? I was not present, and did not read the report 
■‘feiy 'likely the above*may be a reminiscence of that 
mock lecture which Warrington delivered in anticipa- 
tion of the 'baronet’s oration* 
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remarked the Baronet siulclenly stopped and became 
exceedingly epnftised oter Ms manuscript; betaking 
himself to -Ms auxiliary glass of water before he 
resumed his discourse, which for a long time was 
languid, low, and disturbed In tone. This period of 
disturbance, no doubt, must have occurred when 
Sir Barnes saw before him F. Bayham and Warring- 
ton seated in the amphitheatre; and, by the side of 
those fierce scornful countenances , Clive Newcomers 
pale face. 

Olive ^ewcome was not looking at Barnes. His 
eyes were fixed upon the lady seated not far from the 
lecturer — upon Ethel, with her arm round her little 
niece’s shoulder, and her thick black ringlets drooping 
down over a face paler than Clive’s own. 

Of com*se she knew that Clive was present. She 
was aware of Mm as she entered the Hall; saw him 
at the very first moment; saw nothing but him I dare- 
say, though her eyes were shut and her head was 
turned now towards her mother, and now bent down 
on the little niece’s golden curls. And the past^ and 
its dear histories, and youth and its hopes and pas- 
sions, and tones and looks for ever echoing in the 
heart, and present in the memory — these, no doubt, 
poor Clive saw and heard as he looked across the 
great gulf of time, and parting, and grief, and beheld 
the woman he had loved for many years. There she 
sits; the same, but changed: as gone from him as if 
she .were dead; departed indeed into another sphere, 
and entered into a kind of death. If there is no love 
more in yonder heart, it is but a corpse unburled. 
Strew round it the flowers of youth. Wash it with 
tears of passion. . Wrap it and envelop it with fond 
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devotion* Break lieart, and iing jotirself'oa the hier^ 
and Mss her eoM lips and press her Unil. It falls 
back dead oe the cold breast again* The beautiftil 
lips have never a blnsli or a smile. Cover them and 
lay them la the groraid, and 'so take thy Imt-baad 
ofi,. good friend j and go to thy busmess. Bo yon 
suppose JOE are the only man who has had to attend 
such a funeml? Yon will find some mm smiling and 
at work the day after. Some come to the grave now 
and agam ont of the world, and say a brief prayer^ 
and a ^‘God bless her!” With some men, she gone, 
and her vkkotis mansion yont heart to let, her suc- 
cessor, the new oecnpant, poking in all the drawers, 
and^ comers, and cupboards of the tenement, finds her 
miniature and some of her dusty old letters Mdden 
away somewhere, and says ~ Was- this the face he 
admired so? Why, ^ allowing even for the painter’s 
fiattery, It is quite' ordinary, and the ejea certainly 
do not look straight. Are these the letters you 
thought so charming? Well, upon my word, I never 
read^ anything more common-place in my life. See, 
here’s a Hue half blotted out. 0^ I suppose she was 
crying^ then — some of her tears, Idle tears* • . . Hark, 

, there is Barnes Newcome’s eloquence still plapping 
on like water from a cistern — ^ and our. thoughts, where 
have they wandered? far away from the lecture — as 
far away as Clive’s almost. And now the fountain 
ceases to trickle; the mouth from which issued that 
cool and limpid fiux ceases to smile-; the figure Is seen 
to bow and retire ; a buzsi, a hum, a whisper, a scuffle, 
a meeting of bonnets and wagging -of feathers and 
rustling of silks ensues. Thank you! delightful I am 
sure! ' I really was quite overcome; Excellent; /So 
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miicli obliged, are rapid phrases beard amongst the 
polite on the platform* Wliile down below, yaw! 
quite enough of that Mary Jane cover your throat 
Bp, and don^t kitch cold, and don’t ptisli me^ please 
Bir. Arryl Coom along and av a pint a ale, dc., 
are the remarks heard, or perhaps not heard, by 
Clive Newcome, as he watches at the private entrance 
of -the Athenseum, where Sir Barnes’s carriage is 
waiting with its flaming lamps, and domestics in state 
liveries. One of them comes out of the hnildiiig 
bearing the little girl in Ms arms, and lays her in the 
carriage* Then Sir Barnes, and Lady Ann, and the 
Mayor; then Ethel issues forth, and as she passes 
under the lamps, beholds Clive’s face as pale and sad 
as her own* 

Shall we go visit the lodge-gates of Fewcome Park 
with the moon shining on their carving? Is there any 
pleasure in walking by miles of grey paling, and 
endless palisades of firs? 0 you fool, what do you’ 
hope to see behind that curtain? Absurd fugitive, 
whither would you run? Can you burst the tether of 
fate: and is not poor dear little Eosey Mackenzie 
sitting yonder waiting for you by the stake? Co 
home, Sir; and don’t catch cold. So Mr. Clive returns 
to the Sing’s Arms, and up to his bed room, and 
he hears Mr. E* Bayham’s deep voice as he passes 
by the Boscawen Boom, where the jolly Britons are 
as usual assembled. 
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CHAPTER Xm. 


Newcome and Elberts^. 


Wb liave said tliat tlia Baronet’s lecture was dis- 
cussed ill tlie midniglit senate assembled' at the King’s 
Arms, where Mr. Tom Potts, showed the orator no 
mercy. The senate of the King’s Anns was hostile 
to Sir Barnes Kewcome. Many other Newcomites 
besides were savage and inclined to revolt against the , 
representative of their borougL As these patriots 
met over their cups, and over the bumper of friend- 
ship uttered the seniiments of freedom^ .they had often 
asked of one another, where should a man be found 
to rid Newcome of its dictator? Generous hearts 
writhed under the oppression;, patriotic eyes scowled 
w^hen Barnes Newcome went by: with fine satire, Tom 
Potts at Bro'wn the hatter’s shop, who made the Hats 
for Sir Barnes Newcome’s domestics,, proposed to take 
one_ of the beavers ~ a goldkeed one witih a cockade 
and a cord ■ — and set it up in the market-place and 
bid all Newcome come bow to it, as to the hat of 
Gessler. “Don’t you think, Potts,” says P.'Bsyham, 
who of course was - admitted into the King’s Arms 
club, and ornamented that assembly by Ms presence 
and discourse, “Don’t^ you think the colonel would 
make 'a good Williain Tell to combat against' that 
Gessler?” Ha! Proposal received .'with acclamation 
~ eagerly adopted by Charles Tucker, Es<|*, Attorney* 
at-Daw, who would not have the slightest objection 
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coniiict Colonel Hewaome’s, or any otlior gentleman’s, 
electioiieeriug bnsmess in Newcome or elsewhere. 

Like those three gentlemen In the plays and pictures 
of William Tel! who conspire under the moon, ealllng 
upon liberty and resolving to elect Tell as their especial 
champion, like Walter Torst, Arnold Melclithal, and 
Werner Staiiffaeier, Tom Potts, F. Bayham, and Charles 
Tncker, Esqs., conspired round a punch-bowl, and deter- 
mined that Thomas Jlewcome should be requested to free 
his country. A deputation from the electors of Newcome, 
that is to say, these very gentlemen, waited on the 
Colonel la Ids apartment the very next morning, and 
set before him the state of the borough; Barnes New- 
comAs tyranny, under which it groaned; and the yearn- 
ing^ of all honest men to be free from that usurpation* 
Thomas Neweoine received the deputation with great 
solemnity and politeness, crossed his legs, folded his 
arms, smoked Ms cheroot, and listened most decorously, 
as now* Potts, now Tucker, expounded to him; Bay ham 
giving the benefit of Ms emphatic “hear, hear,” to 
their statements, and expkming dubious phrases to the 
colonel in the most affable manner. ■ 

Whatever tiie conspirators had to say against poor 
Barnes, Colonel Neweome was only too ready to be- 
lieve. He had made, up his mind that that criminal 
ought to be punished and 'exposed. The lawyer’s covert 
iniiendoes, wdio was ready to insinuate any amount of 
evil against Barnes which could safely be uttered, were 
by no means ^strong enough for Thomas Newcoma 
Sharp practice! exceedingly alive to his own in- 
terests ' — reported violence of temper and tenacity of 
money’ — say swindling at once, Sir — say falsehood 
and rapacity — say cruelty and avarice,” cries the 
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OoloBcl — believe^ upon my bonoBi and eonscieaee, 
iliat ttufortaate yoaiig maa to be gailty of every am 

of those Climes*’^ . ^ i 

Mr* Bayhaai remarks to Mr* Potts that our meucl 
the Colonel, when he does utter an opinloB, takes eare 
that there shall be no mistake about it 

“And I took care there should be m mistake be- 
fore I uttered it at all, Bayham!” erles F* B.’s patron. 
“As long as I was in any doubt about this young man, 
I gave the criminal the benefit of it, as a man who 
admires our gloriotis constitution should do, and kept 
my own counsel, Sir.” 

“At least,” remarks Mr. Tucker, “enough is proven 
to show that Sir Barnes Neweome I^ewcome, Baronet, 
is scarce a fit person to represent .this great horpugh 
k.parli^meiit!” ^ ^ ^ , 

“Eepresent Hewcome in parliament! ^ It m a dis- 
grace to that noble institution the. English ^House of 
Commons, that Bames Newcome should sit in it. A man 
wiiose word you cannot trust; a man stained with every 
private crime. What right has he to sit in the assembly 
Of the legislators of the land, Sir?” cries the Colonel, 
waving his band as, if addressings chamber of de- 
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tlie back borne F’ respoadls Tucker to Potts. 
**TIi 6 Colonel will do for ns, Potts/* 

^*W6 want such a mans Tucker; the Independent 
bas been crying out for suck a man for years past. 
We onglit to baTC a liberal as second representative 
of tills great town — not a sneaking Imlf-and-lialf m!- 
nislerialist like Sir Barnesj a feliow witk one leg in tie 
Carlton and the other in Brookes^s. Old Mr. Bimce 
we can’t toncli. His place is safe; he is a good man 
of business: we can’t meddle with Mr.Bunee — I know 
that 5 who know the feeling of the country pretty 
well/’ 

Pretty well! Better than any man In Neweome^ 
Potts!” cries Mr. ’Tucker. 

- ' a .good man like the Colonel, — a good liberal 

like the Colonel, — a man who goes in for household 
sufcige.” ■ 

Certainly, gentlemen.” 

**And the general great liberal principles — we 
know, of course — such a man would assuredly, have 
'a chance against' Sir Barnes Neweome at the coining 
election! could we find such a man! a real friend of the 
people! I .know a friend -of the people if ever there 
was one ” F. Bayham interposes. 

man of wealth, station, experience; a man who 
has fought for his country; a man who is beloved in 
this place as fou are, Colonel Newcome; for your 
goodness Is known, Sir — ' You are not ashamed of your 
oiigin, and there is not a Newcomite old or young But 
knows how admiraMj good youBave been to your old 
friend, Mrs. — Mrs. 'f^atdyoucallem.” ■ 

, ^^Mrs. Mason,” from F. B. 

I Maapn. 'If such a man m you, Sir, would 
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consent to put hiioagelf in nominalioE at tiba next elec- 
tion; everj itm liberal in tMs place, ■would rmsb to 
support yon; and crush the oligarch who- rides over 
the liberties of this borough!’’ ' 

” SoiaetMag of this sort gentlemea ■ I own to you 
had crossed my miiicl,” Thomas ■N’ewcome remarked* 
“ When I saw that disgrace to lay name, and the name 
of mj father’s birth-place, representing the borough in 
parliament, I thought for the credit of the toum and 
the family, the member for Neweome at least might be 
an honest man. 1 am an old soldier; have passed all 
my life in India; and am little conversant with affairs 
at home (cries of Xon are, yon are), I hoped that my 
son, Mr, Clive Nawcome, might have been found quali- 
fied to contest this borough against his unworthy cousin, 
and; possibly to sit as your representative in parlia- 
ment, ' The wealth I have had the good forinae to 
amass will descend to him naturally,, and at no very 
distant period of time, for I am nearly seventy years 
of age, ■gentlemen.” 

The gentlemen are astonished at this statement. 

resumed the Colonel; ‘‘my son' Clive, as 
friend Bayham knows, and to my own regret and mor- 
tification^ as I don’t care to confess to you, declares 
he has no interest la politics, or desire- for public dis- 
tinction — prefers his own pursuits — and even these 
I fear do not absorb him — declines the offer which I 
made him, to present himself in opposition to Sir Barnes 
Newcome. It becomes men in a certain station, as I 
tMnk, to assert that slatlon; and though a few years 
back I never should have thought, of public life at^all, 
and proposed to end my days -In quiet as a, retired 
dragoon- officer j since *— since it has pleased heaven 
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to increase veiy greatly mj peeimiaiy meansj to place 
me as a director and manager of an important baiiMng- 
company, in a station of great public responsibility, 
I and my brother directors liaTe tbonglit it bnt right 
that one of ns should sit in parlkmeiit, if possible, and 
I am not a mm to shirk from that or from any other 
duty.” 

Colonel, will yon attend a meeting of electors 
which we will call, and say as mnch to them and as 
well?^’ cries Mr. Potts. Shall I put an annoimcement 
IE mj paper to the effect that yon are ready to come 
forward?” 

am prepared to do so, my good Sir.” 

And presently this solemn palawer endad» 

Besides the critical article npon the baronet’s lecture, 
of which Mr. Warrington was the author, there ap- 
peared in the leading columns of the ensuing number 
of Mr.^ Potts’s Independent, some remaiks of a yery 
smashing or hostile nature, against the member for 
Newcome. ‘‘This gentleman has shown such talent in 
the lecturing business' ”■ the Independent said, ‘-‘that it 
is a great pity he should not withdraw himself’ from 
politics, and cuMwate what all Neweome knows are the 
arts which he understands best; namely, poetry and the 
domestic affections. The performance of our talented 
representative last night w-as so pathetic as to bring 
tears into the eyes of several of our fair friends. We 
have heard but never believed until now that Sir Barnes 
Newcome possessed such a genius f&r yunfehf wmen 
01^/ Last week we had the talented Miss Noakes from 
Bioweome, reading Milton to us; how far superior was 
.efofuence of Sir Barnes Mewcome Neweome Bari, 
ftil of; the celebrated actress! Bets were freely 
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In the electioneering matter, which had occasioned 
my unlucky interference, and that subsequent little 
coolness upon the good CoIoneFs part, Clive Newcome 
had himself shown that the scheme was not to his 
liking ; had then submitted as his enstoin was : and 
doing so with a bad grace, as also was to be expected, 
had got little thanks for his obedience. Thomas New- 
come was hurt at his son’s faint-heartedness , and of 
murse little Eosey was displeased at his hanging back. 
He set off in his father’s train a silent unwilling parti- 
san. ^ Thomas Newcome had the leisure to survey 
opposite to him during the whole 
of their journey, and to chew his mustachios, and 
brood upon his wrath and wrongs. His life had been 
a sacrifice for that boy I What darling schemes had 
. ^ bis behalf, and how superciliously 

fid Ghve meet his projects! The Colonel could not 
•se ipe harm of which he had himself been the author. 
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lie not doE6 everytliiBg in mortal’s power for liis 
soil’s liappiEesB, and Jbow mmij young men in Eng- 
land were tliere with sucii advantages as tMs moody 
discontented spoiled boy? As, Clive backed out of ibe 
contest, o£ course Ins iatber urged it, only tbe more 
velieniently* Clive slunk away from mmmittmB and 
canvassing, and lounged about the Newcome iBanii- 
factories, whilst bis fatlier with anger and bitterness 
in bis heart, remained at, tbe post of honour, as be 
called it, bent upon overcoming bis enemy and carry- 
ing bis point against Barnes Newcome. Paris will 
not figlit, Sir,” tbe Colonel said, with a sad look fol- 
lowing bis soil, “Priam must” Good old Priam be- 
lieved Ms cause to be a perfectly just one, and that 
duty' and Ms honour called upon Mm, to draw the 
sword. So there was differenee betweea Thomas New- 
come and Clive Ms sou* , I protest it is with, pain and 
reluetaiice I have to write, that &e good old 'man was 
in error that there was a wrong-doer, and that 
Atticus was he. 

Atticiis be it remembered, thought Mmself com- 
pelled by the very best motives. Thomas Neweome, 
•the Indian banker,- was ' at war with Barnes, the 
English banker. Tbe latter bad eomiaeneed the hos- 
tilities, by a sudden 'End cowardly act nf treason. 
There were private wrongs, to -Envenom tbe contest, 
but it was the mercantile '(juarrel, 'on which the Co- 
lonel chose to set his declaratioa of war. Barnes* 
first dastardly blow had oceasioned.it,: and Ms uncle 
was determined to early it through. ;Tki» 'I' hav6'..Baid 
was also George WarringloMs Judgmeiit,---;who in the 
ensuing struggle between Sir Barnes and his unele, 
acted as -a very warm and efficient partisan ■ of the 
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latter. “KiHsmaBsMp!’^ says George ^ “wBat has oH 
Tom Keweome ever liad from his Hasmaix but 
cowardice aad treachery? If Barnes had held np his 
finger the young one might have been happy; if he 
could have effected it, the Colonel and his hmk wmiiM 
have been ruined. I am for war, and for seeing the 
old boy in parliament. He knows no more about 
politics than I do about dancing the polka; but there 
are live hundred wiseacres in that assembly who 
know no more than he does, and an honest man taking 
his seat there, in place of a confounded little rogue, 
at least makes a change for the belter.” 

I dare say, Thomas Newcome, Esq. would by no 
means have concurred, in the above estimate of his 
political knowledge, and thought himself as well in- 
formed as another. He used to speak with the 
greatest gravity about our constitution as the pride 
and envy of the world, though he surprised you as 
much by the latitudinarian reforms, which he was 
eager to pjess forward, as by the most singular old 
Tory opinions which he advocated on other occasions. 
He was for having' every man 'to vote; every poor 
man to labour' short time and get high wages ; every 
poor curate to be paid double or treble; every bishop 
to be docked of his salary, and dismissed from the 
House of Lords. But he was a staunch admirer of 
that assembly, and a supporter of the rights of the 
crown. He was for sweeping off taxes from the poor, 
and as money must be raised to carry on government, 
he opined that ■ the rich should pay. He uttered all 
these opinions with the greatest gravity and emphasis, 
before a large assembly of electors and others con- 
vened in the Neweome Town Hall , amid the roars of 
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appiause of the iioB-eleclors, and Ihe bewilderment 
and consternation of Mr. Potts,’ of the ^‘Independent,” 
who, had represented the Colonel In 'Ms paper, as a. 
safe , and steady reformer. Of eonrsa the ‘‘Sentinel,” 
showed him up as a most dangerous radieal, a seapoy 
republican, and so forth,' to the 'wrath and ladigimticm 
of Colonel Hewcome. He a republican, he scorned 
the name! He would die as he had bled many a 
time for Ms sovereign. He an enemy of our beloved 
church! He esteemed and honoured it, as he hated 
and abhorred the superstitions of Borne. (Yells, from 
the Irish in the crowd.) He an enemy of the House 
of Lords! He held it to be the safeguard of the con- 
stitution and the legitimate prisse of our most illus- 
trious, naval, military, and — and — legal heroes, 
(ironical cheers,) He repelled with scorn the dastard 
attacks of the Journal which had assailed him; he 
asked, laying his hands on his heart, If as a gentle- 
man, an ofiScer bearing her Majesty’s commission, he 
could be guilty of a desire to subvert her empire and 
to insult the dignity of her crown? 

After this second speech at the Town Hal!, it was 
asserted by a considerable party in Newcome, that 
Old’ Tom (as the mob familiarly called him) was a 
' Tory, wMIe an eijual number averred that he was a 
Radical. Mr. 'Potts tried to reconcile his statements, 
a work in which I should think the talented editor of 
the “Independent” had no Httle difficulty. “He .knows 
nothing about it,” poor Olive said with a sigh; “his 
politics are ail sentiment and Madness, he will have 
the poor man paid double wages, and does not re- 
member that the employer would te’ ’ruined: you have 
heard 'Mm, Pen, talking in this way at his own table, 
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blit wben lie comes out armed mp’^k’^pied^ and careers 
against windmills in public, don’t yon see that as 
Bon Quixote’s son I bad ratber tbe dear brave old 
gentleman was at borne?” 

So this famimt took but little part In tbe elec- 
tioneering doings, bolding moodily aloof from tbe 
meetings, and councils, and public bouses, where bis 
father’s partisans were assembled* 
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. .. CHAPTEE XW. . 

A Letter and a Reconciliation. 

Miss Ethel N&wcume to Mrs. Pendemds* 

Dearest Laura. — I liave not written to you for 
many weeks past. There haTO been some things too 
trivial, and some too sad, to write about; some things 
I know I shall write of if I begin, and yet tliat'l 
know I had best leave; for of what good is looking 
to the past now? Why vex you or myself by re- 
verting to it? Does not every day bring its own duty 
and task, and are these not enough to occupy one? 
What a fright you must have had with my little god- 
daughter! Thank heaven she is well now, and 
restored to you. You and your husband I kno-w do not 
think it essential, but I do, most essential^ and am very 
grateful that she was taken to church before her illness. 

“Is Mr. Pendennis proceeding with his canvass? 
I try and avoid a certain subject, but it will come. 
You know who is canvassing against us here. My 
poor uncle has met with very considerable success 
amongst the low'cr classes. He makes them rambling 
speeches at which my brother and his friends laugh, 
but "which the people applaud. I saw him only 
yesterday, on the balcony of the King’s Arms , speak- 
ing to a great mob, who were cheering vociferously 
below. I had met him'' before. He would not even 
stop and give his Ethel of old days his hand. I 
would have given him I don’t know what, for one 
kiss, for one kind word; but he passed on and would 
the Esweemes, i!A 13 
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I I" " not answer me. He ttiiiks me — wliat tlie world 

I . tMnks me, worldly and keartlessj wkat I wm. But 

at least, dear Lanra, yon know tliat I always truly 
‘ . ■ loved and. do now, altkongk lie is oiir enemy, 

’j’ . tiongk he believes and niters tlie most cruel tilings 

I' against Barnes, tbongh lie says that Barnes Mewcome^ 

my father's son, my brother, Laura, is not an honest 
' man. Hard, selfish, worldly, I own my poor brother 

to be, and pray heaven to amend Mm; but dishonest! 
l';. , and to be so maligned by the person one loves best 

' In the world! This is a hard trial. I pray a prond 

heart may be bettered by it. 

‘^And I have seen my cousin.; once at a .lecture 
which poor Barnes gave, and who seemed very much 
disturbed -on perceiving Clive ; once afterwards at good 
old Mrs. Mason’s,... whom. I. have. .always continued to 
::.yisit for uncle’s sake. . The poor .old woman, whose 
wits are very nearly gone, held both oim hands, and 
asked when, we were going to be married? and 
laiighed, poor.. old' thing! I cried out to her that Mr. 
Clive had a -wife .at home, a dear young wife, I 'said. 
;He gave,a' dreadful' sort:, of, ':laup:;^ turned away 

into the window. He looks terribly ill, pale, and 
eldened,'^' 

I asked hna. a great,, deal ,aboiit ,his wife, whom 

I remember a veiy pretty, sweetdooking girl indeed, 
at my aunt Hobson’s, but with a not agreeable mother 
as. I, thought then. He answered me hj' monosyllables, 
appeared as though he would speak, and then became 
silent. I am pained, and yet glad that I saw him. 

I said,, not very distinctly I daresay, that I hoped the 
Barnes,,, and. .uncle would not. ex- 
tinguish bis regard for mamma and me, who have 
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always loved Mm; wlieii I said loved Mm, lie |^ave 
one of Ms bitter langbs again; and so be did whm 1 
said I hoped Iiis wife was welL Yon never would tell 
me mncli about Mrs. Newcome; and I fear she does 
not make mj cousin happy. And yet this marriage 
ivas of my uncle’s making: another of the unfortunate 
marriages in our family. I am glad that I paused in 
time, before the commission of that sin; I strive my 
best, and to amend my temper, my inexperience, my 
short-eominp, and try to be the mother of my poor 
brother s children- But Barnes has never forgiven me 
my refusal of Lord Farintosh. He is of the world 
still , , Laura* , Mor , must, :W6 deal .. too harshly ■ ■ with " 
people of Ms nature, who cannot perhaps comprehend 
a world beyond. I remember in old days, when we 
were travelling on the BMne, in the happiest days of 
my whole life, I used to hear CMve, and his friend 
Mr. Eidley , talk of art and of nature in a way that I 
could not understand at first, but came to comprehend 
better as my cousin taught me; and since then, I see 
pictures, and landscapes, and flowers, with quite dif- 
ferent eyes, and beautiful secrets as it were, of which 
I had no idea before. The secret of -'all secrets, the 
secret of the other life, and the better world beyond 
ours, may not this be unrevealed to soma? I pray for 
them all, dearest Laura, for those nearest and dearest 
to me, ^ that the truth may lighten- their darkness, and 
heavens great mercy defend them in the perils and 
dangers of their night. 

^‘My boy at Sandhurst has done yeiywell indeed; 
and Egbert, I am happy to say-,, thinks of taking 
orders; he has been very moderate at College. Hot 
so Alfred; but^ the Guards are a sadly dangerous 
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seliool for a young" man; I have promisexl to pay Ins 
debts, and fie is to exchange into the line. Mamma 
is coming to ns at Christmas with Alice; my sister is 
very pretty indeed, I think, and I am rejoiced she is 
to marry yonng Mr. Miiinford, who has a tolerable 
living, and who has been attached to her etmr since 
he was a hoy at Eugby school. 

Little Barnes comes on bravely with his Latin; 
and Mr. Whitestock, a 97iost ea^cellent and valuable person 
in this place, w'here there is so much Eomanism and 
Dissent, speaks highly of him. Little Clara is so like 
her unhappy mother in a thousand ways and actions, 
that I am shocked often; and see my brother starting 
back and turning his head away, as if suddenly 
wounded. I have heard the most deplorable accounts 
of Lord and Lady Highgate. 0 , dearest friend and 
sister! — save you, I think I scarce know any one 
that is happy in the world: I trust you may continue 
so — you who impart your goodness and kindness to 
all who come near you — you in 'whose sweet serene 
happiness, I am thankful to be allowed to repose 
sometimes. You are the island in the desert, Laura! 
and the birds sing there, and the fountain hows; and 
we come and repose by you for a little while, and to- 
morrow the march begins again, and the toil, and the 
struggle, and tbe desert. Good-bye, fountain! Whisper 
kisses to my dearest little ones for their affectionate, 

“Aunt Ethel. 


“A friend of his, a Mr. Warrington, has spoken 
against us several times %vith extraordinary abiiitv as 
Barnes owns. Do you know Mr. W.? He wrote a 
■dreadful article in the Independent, about the last 
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poor loctiirc, wMcli was indeed sad, sentimental, com- 
mon-place: and tlie critique is terribly comical I 
could not lieip laugbing, remembering ^ome passages 
in it, when Barnes mentioned it: and my brother be- 
came so angry! They hzvQ put up a dreadful cari- 
cature of B. in Kewcome: and my brother says lie did 
it, but I hope not. It is very droll though: he used 
to mahe them very funnily. I am glad he has spirits 
for it. Good bye, again. — E. N.” 

says he did it!” cries Mr. Pendennls, laying 
tlie letter down. “Barnes Newcoine would scarcely 

caricature himself, iny dear!” . . t ' 

often means — means CliTe I think, 
says Mrs. Pendennis, in an off-hand manner. 

“0! he means Clive, does he, Laura?” ^ 

— and you mean goose, Mr. Pendennis!” 
that saucy lady replies. 

It must have been about the very time when this 
letter ivas wnitten, that a critical conversation occuiTed 
between Clive and Ins lather, of "wbicb the lad did not 
inform me until much later days^ as was the case 
the reader has been more than once begged to believe 
— with many other portions of this biography. 

One night the Colonel having come home a 
round of electioneering visits , not half-satisfied with 
himself*, exceedingly annoyed (much more than he 
cared to own) with the impudence of some rude fel- 
lows at the public-houses, who had interrupted his 
fine speeches with odious hiccups and familiar jeers, 
was seated brooding over his cheroot by his chimney- 
k fire; friend P. B. (of whose companionship his patron 
w*as occasionally tired) finding much better amusement 
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Dusiaess, nad made 

his appearance in the Club. But that ancient Eoman 
wan-ior had frightened those simple Britons. EEs man- 
ners were too awful for them: so were Clive’s, who 
wsited them also under Mr. Potts’s introduction; but 
the two gentlemen — each being full of care and per- 
sonal annoyance at the time, acted like wet-blankets 
upon the Britons — whereas F. B. warmed them and 
cheered them, affably partook of their meals with 
tiiem, and graciously shared their cups. So the Colonel 
was alone, listening to the far-off roar of the Britons’ 
ehorusses by an expiring fire, as he sate by a glass of 
cold negus, and the ashes of his cigar. 

, I d^e say he may have been thinking that his fire 
was well mgh out, his cup at the dregs, his pipe little 
more now than dust and ashes. — when CKve, candle 
in hand, came into their sitting-room. 

, As each saw the other’s face, it was so very sad 
and ^ ora and pale, that the young man started back; 

si tenderness of old days 

^ed God bless me, my boy, how ill you look! Come 

““ «■ u™ 

w. f " a really kind 

word. The tender old voice smote upon Clive, and 
he hurs mto sudden tears. They rained upon his 

IS kissed” 

;;ron look v^ ill too, father,” says Clive. 

still keeping the 
'^oth Ins own on the mantel-piece. 
Such a battered old fellow as I am. has a riSt 
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look the worse for wear; but you, boy, wby do yoa 
look so pale?” 

have seen a ghost father ” Clive answered, 
Tliomas, however, looked alarmed and iiiq[uisitive as 
though the boy was wandering in his mind. 

^‘The ghost of my youth, father, the ghost of my 
happiness, and the best days of my life,” groaned out 
the young man. “I saw Ethel to-day. I went to see 
Sarah Mason, and she was there.” 

had seen her, but I did not speak of her,” said 
the father. “I thought it was best not to mention her 
to you, my poor boy. And are — are, you fond of 
her still? Clive!” 

''Still! once means always in these things, father, 
doesn’t it. Once means to-day and yesterday, and 
for ever and ever.” 

"Nay my boy, you mustn’t talk to me so, or even 
to yourself so. Yoii have the dearest little wife at 
home, a dear little wife and child.” 

"You had a son, and have been kind enough to 
Mm, God knows. You had a wife; but that doesnt 
prevent other — other thoughts. Do you know you 
never spoke twice in your life about my mother? You 
didn’t care for her.” 

aid my duty by her; I denied her nothing. 
I scarcely ever had a word with her, and I did my 
best to m^ake her happy,” interposed the Colonel. 

"I know, but your heart was with the other. So 
is mine. It’s fatal, it runs in the family, father” 

The boy looked so inefTably wretched, that the 
fethers heart melted still more. "I did my best Clive” 
the Colonel gasped out. "I went to that villain Barnes 
and offered him to settle every shilling I was worth 
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on you I did — you didn’t know that — I ’d kill 
myself for your sake, Clivy. Wkat’s an old fellow 
worth Imng^for? I can live upon a crust and a 
cigar. I dont care about a carriage, and only go in 
It to please Eosey. I wanted to give up all for yon, 
but he played me false, that scoundrel cheated us 
both; he did, and so did Ethel.” 

thought so in my rage once, 

now. Slie was tlie yictim and not 
Did Madame de Florae play false 


but I know better 
tbe a^enL . 

when she mamed her husband? It was her fate an 
she underwent it. We all bow to it, we are in tl 
track and the car passes over us. You know it doe 
father. Ihe Colonel was a fatalist: he had often ac 
vanced this oriental creed in his simple discourse 
,wim ms son and CHyo’s friends. 

“Besides,” Clive went on, “Ethel does not care fo 
me. She received me to-day quite coldly, and heL 
lier band out as if we bad only parted last year, 
suppose she hkes that marquis who jilted her — Goi 
bless her. How shall we know what wins the heart; 

k1 T'*Tu 1 my Fate. Prais. 

DO to Allay It is OYSF.” 

^ ^ But there’s tliat Yillain wlio injured you. IIP 
isnt over yet,” cried tbe Colonel, clencbW bP 
trembimg band. ^ 

“Ah, father! Let us leave him to Allah too! Sup- 
pose Ifedame do Florae had a brother who insulted 
you. lou know you wouldn’t have revenged youi- 
have wounded her in sti-ikiug him.” 
» outBarnes yourself, boy, ’’cried the father. 

quarrel. And how do you know I intended to fire? 
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By Jove, I was so iiiiseraMe tlien that an oimce of 
lead would have done me little laarmJ 

The father saw the son’s mind more clearly than 
he had ever done hitherto. They had scarcely ever 
talked upon that subject, which the Colonel found was 
so deeply fixed in Clive’s heart. He thought of his 
ovii early days, and how he had suffered, and beheld 
his son before him racked with the same cruel pangs 
of enduring grief. And he began to o%vn tliat he had 
" " ‘ ^ and to make 

for an unhappiness of which he had in 


pressed liim too hastily in Ms marriage*, 
an allowance i 
part been the cause. 

^^Mashaliahl Clive, my boy,” said the old man, 
‘‘What is done is done.” 

“Let us break up our camp before this place, and 
not go to war with Barnes, father,” said Clive. ^Let 
ns have peace — and forgive him if we can.” 

“And retreat before this scoundrel? Clive.” 

“What is a victory over such a fellow? One gives 
a chimney-sweep the wall, father.” 

“I say again — -What is done is done. I have pro- 
mised to meet him at the hustings, and I w’ilL I think 
it is best: and you are right: and you act like a high- 
minded gentleman — and my dear, dear old boy 
not to meddle in the quarrel — though I didn’t think 
so — and the difference gave me a great deal of pain 

— and so did what Pendennis said — and I ’m wrong 

— and thank Oocl I am wrong — and Grod bless 
you, my own boy,” the Colonel cried out in a burst 
of emotion — and the tw'-o w^ent to their bed-rooms 
together, and were happier as they shook hands at 
the doors of their adjoining chambers than they had 
been for many a long day and year. 
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tile cnemj, and pledged Inmself to do battle at the 
ensmng election onr Colonel took leave of the Town 

^®‘»i™ed to his banking affairs in 
Condon. Eis departure was as that of a great public 
personage; the gentlemen of the Committee followed 
him obseqmously down to the train. “Quick,” bawls 

“Oni^'7fc°n^ station-master, 

Quick Mr. Brown, a carriage for Colonel Newcome!” 

carnage, P. Bayham and his servant after him, with 
shawls, despatch-boxes. Clive 

After their coaversatioa together, the young man bad 
re« to M„, OB™ „f bi. „;i„ d^fal 

It has been said that Mr. Pendennis was in the 

which occupied Colonel Mewcome. The menaced 
dissolution of parHament did not take place so soon 
as we expected. The ministry still king together 
and by consequence, Sir Barnes Fewcomf keft tS 
seat in the House of Commons, from which his^ elder 
kinsman_ was eager to oust him. Away £rTm London 
and having but few correspondents, save on aS 
business, I heard little of Clive and the Colonef^avf 
an occasional puff of one of CoIotiaI \t ° 
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F. Bayliam still coadesceiided to eoBtribiite; ■ and a 
satisfactory announcement in a certain part of that 
paper » that on such a day, in Hyde Park Gardens, 
Mrs. Clive Newcome had presented her hnsband with 
a son. Clive wrote to me presently, to inform me of 
the circumstance , , stating at the same time , * with but 
moderate gratification on his own part, that the Cam- 
paigner, Mrs, E’ewcome’s mamma, had upon this second 
occasion, made a second lodgment in her daughters 
house and bed-chamber, and showed herself affably 
disposed to forget the little unpleasantries which had 
clouded over the sunshine of her former visit. 

Laura with a smile of some humour, said she 
thought now would be the time when if Clive could 
be spared from his bank, he might pay us that visit 
at Fairoaks which had been due so long, and hinted 
that chaxige of air and a temporary absence from 
Mrs, M^Kenssie, might be agreeable to my old friend. 

It was on the contrary Mr. Pendennis's opinion 
that his wife artfully chose that period of time when 
little Posey was, per force, kept at home and occupied 
with her delightful maternal duties to invite Clive to 
see us, Mrs, Laura frankly owned that she liked our 
Clive better without his wife than with her, and never 
ceased to regret that pretty Eosey had not bestowed 
her little hand upon Captain Hoby,. as she had been 
very well disposed at one time to do. Against ail 
marriages of interest this sentimental Laura never 
failed to utter indignant protests; and Clive’s had been 
a marriage of interest, a marriage made up by the old 
people, a marriage to which the young man had only 
yielded out of good-nature and obedience. She would 
apostrophise her unconscious young ones, and inform 



those iaiiocent babies that thmj should never be made 
to many except for love, never — an aniiouncement 
which was received with perfect indifference by little 
Arthur oh Ms rocking-horse , and little Helen smiling 
and crowing in her mother’s lap. 

So Olive came down to ns careworn in appearance, 
but very pleased and happy, he said, to stay for a 
while with the friends of his youth. " 

our modest rural lions 
company as our 
gave him fishin; 


We shovmd him 
; we got him such sport and 
quiet neighbourhood afforded, we 
iu the Brawl, and Laura in her 
pony-chaise drove him to Baymoiith, and to Clavering 
Park, and town, and to visit the famous cathedral at 
Chatteris, “where she was pleased to recount certain 
Incidents of her husband’s youth. 

Clive laughed at my wife’s stories, he pleased 
himself in our home 5 he played with our children with 
vhom he became a great favourite 5 he “was happier lie 
told me “with a sigh than he had been for many a 
day. His gentle hostess echoed the sigh of the poor 
young fellow* She was sure that his pleasure was 
only transitory, and was convinced that many deep 
cares weighed upon his mind. 

Ere^ long my old school-fellow made me sundry 
confessions, which showed that Laura’s surmises were 
correct. About his domestic affairs he did not treat 
much, the little boy was said to be a very fine little 
boy, the ladies had taken entire possession of him. 
H can’t stand Mrs. M^Kenme any longer, I own,” 
says Clive; “but how resist a wifb at such a moment? 
Bosa was sure she would die, unless her mother came 
to h^, and of course we invited Mrs. Mac. This time 
she is all smiles and politeness with the Colonel* the 
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last quarrel is laid upon me, and in so far I am (3as7, 
as tlie old folks get on pretty well togetlier. To me, 
considering tliese tlungs,;. ,it was clear tliat Mr. Clive 
IS^ewcome was but a very secondary personage indeed 
in his father’s new line house which he inhabited, and 
in which the poor Colonel had hoped they were to 
live such a happy family. 

But it was about Clive Newcomers pecuniary affairs 
tiiat I felt the most disquiet wdien he came to explain 
these to me. The Coloners capital and that con- 
siderable sum which Mrs. Clive had inherited from her 
good old uncle, were all involved in a common stock, 
of which Colonel Newcome took the management. 
^‘The governor understands business so well you see,” 
says Clive, ‘^is a most remarkable head for accounts, 
he must have inherited that from my grandfather, you 
know, who made his own fortune: all the dTewcomes 
are good at accounts except me, a poor useless devil 
who know’s nothing but to paint a picture, and who 
can’t even do that.” He cuts off the head of a thistle 
as he speaks, bites his tawny mustachios, plunges his 
hands into his pockets and his soul into reverie. 

“You don’t mean to say?” asks Mr. Peiidennis, 
“that your wife’s fortune has not been settled upon 
herself?” 

“Of course it has been settled upon herself, that 
is, it is entirely her own — you know the Colonel 
has managed ail the business, he understands it better 
than we do.” ^ 

“Do you say that your wife’s money is not vested 
in the hands of trustees, and for her benefit?” 

“My father is one of the trustees. I tell you he 
manages the whole thing. What is his property is 
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miae and ever has been: and I inigbt draw upon him 
as mach as I liked; and yon know it’s five times as 
great as my wifes. What is his is ours, and what is 
ours is his, of course; for instance, the India Stock 
which poor Uncle James left, that now stands in the 
Colonel’s name. He wants to be a Director; he will 
be at the next election — he must have a certain 
quantity of India Stock, don’t yon see?” 

My dear fellow, is there then no settlement made 
upon your wife at all?” 

“Yon needn’t look so frightened,” says Clive. “I 
made a settlement on her: with all my worldly goods 
I did her endow — three thousand three hundred and 
thii^-three pounds six and eight pence, which mv 
fataer sent over from India to my uncle, years ago, 
miieii I came itome.” . ^ 

I might well indeed be aghast at this news, and 
had yet fm-fter intelKgenee from Clive, which by no 
means contributed to lessen my anxiety. This worthy 
old Colonel, who fancied himself to be so clever a man 
of business, chose to conduct it in utter ignorance ami 
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Baiikj and living in England so splendidly, why had 
they, quitted it? The Colonel said it .was a ..proof of 
the prosperity of the company, that so many gentle- 
men were enriched who had taken shares in it. 
when I asked^ mj father,” Clive contimied, ^‘Why 
he did not himself withdraw? the dear old hoy’s 
countenance fell: he told me such things were not to 
be done every day, and ended, as usual, by saying 
that I do not understand anything about business. 
Mo more I do: that is the truth. I hate the whole 
concern, Pen! I hate that great tawdry house in 
which we live; and those fearMly stupid parties: — 
0, how I wish we were back in Fitooy Square! But 
who can recall bygones, Arthur; or wrong steps in life? 
We must make the best of to-day, and to-morrow 
must take care of itself. 'Poor little child T I could 
not help thinking, as I took it crying in mj arms 
the other day, 'What has life in store for you, my 
poor w'eeping baby?’ My mother-in-law cried out that 
I should drop the baby, and that only the Colonel 
knew how to hold it. My wife called from her bed: 
the nurse dashed up and scolded me; and they drove 
me out of the room amongst them. By Jove, Pen, 

I laugh when some of my friends congratulate me on 
my good fortune! I am not quite the father of my 
own child, nor the husband of my own wife, nor even 
the master of my own easel. I am managed for, don’t 
you seel boarded, lodged, and done for. And here 
is the man they call happy? Happy! Oil! why had 
I not your strength of ’mind; and why did I ever leave 
my art, my mistress?” 

And herewith the poor lad fell to chopping thistles 
again; and quitted Pairoaks shortly, leaving his friends 
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j.ae expeetea oissoiutioa ot Parliament came at 
length. All the country papers in England teemed 
ivith electioneering addresses; and the country was in 
fi^ flutter with parti-coloured ribbons. Colonel Thomas 
Neweome, pui’suant to his promise, offered himself to 
the independent electors of Newcome in the liberal 
Journal of the family town, whilst Sir Barnes New- 
come, Bart., addressed himself to his old and tried 
friends, and called upon the friends of the constitution 
to rally round him in the conservative print. The 
addresses of onr friend were sent to ns at Eairoaks 
by the Colonel’s indefarigable aide-de-camp, Mr. Fre- 
deric Bayham. During the period which had elapsed 
since the Colonel’s last canvassing visit, and the issuing 
of the writs now dafly expected for the new Parliament; 
many things of great importance had occurred in 
1 homas ^ewcomc s family — “ events which were kept 
secret from his, bip^apher, ivho was, at this period 
also , pretty entirely occupied with his own affairs, 
'i’hese, however,: ai'6 not the present subject of this 
history, which' has Newoome for its business, and the 
parties engaged in the family quarrel there. 

There were four candidates in the field for the 
representation of that borough. That old and tried 
member of Parliament, Mr. Bunce, was considered to 
be secure: and the Baronet’s seat was thought to be 
pretty safe on account of his 'influence in the place. 
Nevertheless, Thomas Newcome’s supporters were con- 
fidetit for tkeir cliampioiij and tliat wlien tlie parties 
came to ike poll, the extremft nP 4U^ iS .1.. 
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would divide tlieir votes tetween Iiim and the fourth 
candidate, the uncompromising Eadical, Mr. Barker. 

In due time the Colonel and his staff arrived at 
hfewcome, and resumed the active canvass which they 
had commenced some months previously. Clive was 
not in his father s suite this time, nor Mr. Warrington, 
whose engagements took him elsewhere. The lawyer, 
the editor of the Independent, and F, B., were the 
Colonel’s chief men. His head>quarters (which F. B. 
liked very w^ell), were at the hotel where we last saw him, 
and whence issuing wdth his aide-de-camp at his heels, 
the Colonel went round, to canvass personally, ac- 
cording to his promise, every free and independent 
elector of the Borough. Barnes too was canvassing, 
eagerly on his side, and was most affable and active; 
the two parties 'would often meet nose to nose in the 
same street, and their retainers exchange looks of 
defiance. With Mr. Potts of the Independent a big 
man, on his left; with Mr. Frederick, a still bigger 
man, on his right; his own trusty bamboo cane in his 
hand, before which poor Barnes had shrunk abashed 
ere now% Colonel Newcome had commonly the best 
of these street encounters, and frowned his nephew, 
Barnes, and Barnes’s staff off the pavement. With the 
non-electors, the Colonel was a decided favourite; the 
boys invariably hurrayed him; whereas they jeered and 
uttered ironical cries after poor Barnes, asking, ‘Who 
beat his wife? Who drove his children to the work- 
house?” and other unkind personal questions. The 
man upon whom the libei-tine Barnes had infiicted so 
cruel an injury in his early days, was now the baronet’s 
bitterest enemy. He assailed him with curses and 
threats when they met, and leagued bis brother work- 
The New comes, IV. M 
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mm against him. The wretched Sir Barnes owned with 
contrition, that the sins o£ his youth ptirsned Mia: his 
enemy scoffed at the idea of Barnes’s repentance; he 
was not ^moFcd at the grief, the punishment in his 
own family; the hnmaiatioii and remorse which the 
repentant prodipl piteously pleaded, Ho man was 
loader in his cries of mm culpa than Barnes; no man 
professed a more edifying repentance. He was hat In 
hand to every black coat, established, or dissenting. 
Kepentance was to his interest, to be sure, but yet let 
us jiope it was sincere. There is some hypocrisy, of 
which one does not like even to entertain the thought; 
especially that awful falsehood which trades with divine 
truth, and takes the name of heaven in vain. 

/fhe Eoebuek Inn, at Newcome, stands in the 
market-place directly facing the King’s Arms, where 
as we^know, Colonel Hewcome, ^and uncompromising 
toleration held their head quarters. Immense banners 
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followers of Sir Barnes Newcome. Bayiam's voice 
was indeed magnificent, and could be beard from tlie 
King’s Arms’ balcony above the shout and roar of the 
multitude, the gongs and bugles of the opposition 
bands. He was untiring in bis oratory undaunted 
in the presence of tlie crowds below. He was im- 
mensely popular, F. B. Whether he lain his hand 
upon his broad chest, took off his hat and waved it, 
or pressed Ms blue and yellow ribbons to his bosom, 
the crowd shouted, Hurra I silence! bravo! Bayham 
for everr’ ‘‘They would havh carried me in triumph,’’ 
said F. B.; “if I had but the necessary qualification I 
might be member for Kewcome this day or any other 

I chose.” „ . 

I am afraid in this conduct of the Colonels election 
Mr. Bayham resorted to acts of which his principal 
certainly would disapprove, and engaged auxiliaries 
whose alliance was scarcely creditable — Whose was 
the hand which flung the potato which struck Sir Barnes 
Newcome, Bart., on the nose as he was haranguing 
the people from the Koebiick? How came it that 
whenever Sir Barnes and his friends essayed to speak, 
such an awful yelling tod groaning took place in the 
crowd below, that the words of those feeble orators 
were inaudible? Who smashed all the front windows 
of the Koebuck? Colonel Newcome had not words 
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to express his indignation at proceedings so unfair. 
When Sir Barnes and Mb staff were hustled in the 
market-place and most outrageously slioyed, jeered, 
and jolted, the Colonel from the King’s Arms organised 
a rapid sally, which he himself headed with his bamboo 
cane*, cut out Sir Barnes and his follower's from the 
hands of the mob and addressed those ruffians in a 
noble speech, of which the bamboo cane — Ecglisli- 
nian — shame —■ fair -play, were the most emphatic 
expressions. The mob cheered Old Tom as they called 
him — they made way for Sir Barnes, who shrunk 
pale and shuddering back into his hotel again — w’ho 
always persisted in saying that that old villain of a 
dragoon had planned both the assault and the rescue. 

When the dregs of the people — the scum of the 
rabble, Sir, handed together by the myrmidons of Sir 
Barnes Kewcome, attacked us at the King’s Arms, 
and smashed ninety-six pounds’ worth of glass at one 
volley, besides knocking off the gold unicorn’s head 
and the tail of the British lion 5 it was hne, Sir,” F.B. 
said, ‘Ho see how the Colonel came forward, and the 
coolness of the old boy in the midst of the action. 
He stood there in front, Sir, with his old hat off, never 
so much as once bobbing his old head, and I think he 
spoke rather better under hre than he did when there 
was no clanger. Between ourselves, he ain’t much of 
a speaker, the old Colonel; he hems and hahs, and 
repeats himself a good deal. He hasn’t the gift of 
natural eloquence which some men have, Pendennis. 
You should have heard my speech, Sir, on the Thurs- 
day in the Town Hall — that was something like a 
speech. Potts was jealous of it, and always reported 
me most shamefully.” 
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In spite of Hs respectful beliavionr to tlie gentle- 
men in black coats ^ Hs soup tickets and Ms flannel 
tickets, Ms' own patlietie lectures and Ms sedulous 
attendance at .other folk’s sermons, poor Barnes could 
not keep up 'tis credit with the serious interest at 
Newcome, and the meeting-houses and their respective 
pastors and frequenters turned their backs upon him* 
The case against him was too flagrant: his enemy, 
the factory -man, worked it with an extraordinary 
skill, malice, and pertinacity. Not a single man, 
woman, or child iiiNewcome but was made acquainted 
with Sir Barnes’s early peccadillo. Ribald ballads 
were howled through the streets describing his sin, 
and Ms deserved punishment For very shame, the 
reverend dissenting gentlemen were obliged to refrain 
from voting for him; such as ventured, believing in 
the sincerity of Ms repentance, to give him their 
voices, were yelled away from the polling-places. A 
very great number who would have been his friends, 
were compelled to bow to decency and public opinion, 
and supported the Colonel. 

Hooted away from the hustings, and the public 
places w^hence the rival candidates addressed the free 
and independent electors, this wretched and perse- 
cuted Sir Barnes invited Ms fnends and supporters 
to meet Mm at the Athenmum Room — scene of his 
previous eloquent performances. But, though this 
apartment was defended by tickets, the people burst 
into it; and Nemesis in^the shape of the persevering 
factory-man appeared, before the scared Sir Barnes 
and Ms puzzled committee. The man stood up and 
bearded the pale Baronet, He had a good cause, 
and was in truth a far better master of debate than 
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mx banMag fetead, beiag a great speaker amongst 
Wa brotlier operatives, by wbom political questions 
are dismissed,, and tlie conduct of .political men 
examined, with' a ceaseless interest and witb an ardoiir 
and eloquence wMeb are often unknown in wbat is 
called superior society. This man and bis friends 
round about Mm fiercely silenced tbe clamour of 
*‘turn liim out,’' witb wbicb Ms first appearance was 
assailed by Sir Barnes’s bangers-oa. He said, in tbe 
name of justice be would speak up; if they were 
fathers of families and loved tbeir wives and daugliters 
be dared tbem to refuse bim a bearing. Did they 
love tbeir wives and tbeir children? it was a shame 
' that they should take such a man as that yonder for 
tbeir representative in parliament. But tbe greatest 
sensation be made was when in tbe middle of Ms 
speech after inveighing against Barnes's cruelty and 
parental ingratitude, be asked, Where, were Barnes’s 
children,” and actually thrust forward two, to tbe 
amaaement of tbe committee and tbe ghastly astonisb- 
ment of tbe guilty Baronet himself. 

‘*Look at tbem,” says tbe man: “they are almost 
in rags, they have to put up witb scanty and bard 
food; contrast tbem witb bis other children, whom you 
see lording in gilt carriages, robed in purple and fine 
linen, and scattering mud from tbeir wheels over us 
bumble people as we walk tbe streets; ignorance and 
starvation is good enough for these, for those others 
nothing can be too fine or ^ too dear. Wbat can a 
factory girl expect from such a fine Mgb-bred white" 
banded aristocratic gentleman as Sir Barnes Newcome, 
Baronet, but to be cajoled, and seduced, and deserted, and 
left to starve. When she has served my lord’s pleasure, 
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her natural fate is to be tm-ned into tie street; let ner 
go and rot there, and her children beg in the gutter. 

“This is the most shameful imposture,” gmps 
out Sir Barnes; “these children are not— are not” — 

The man interrupted him mth a hitter laugh. 
“No,” says he, “they are not his; that’s true enough, 
friends. It’s Tom Martin’s girl and boy, a precious 
pair of lazy little scamps. But, at first he ihouffkt 
they were his children. See how much he Lnows 
about them! He hasn’t seen his children for years; 
he would have left them, and their mother, to starve, 
and did, but for shame and fear. The old, man, his 
father, pensioned them, and he hasn’t the heart to 
stop their wages now. Men of Newcome , you , 
have this man to represent you in Parliament?” And 
the crowd roared out, no; and Barnes and his shame- 
faced coiBHiittee slunk out of tbe place, and no wonder tae 
dissenting clerical gentlemen were shy ofvotingfor him. 

A brilliant and picturesque diversion in Colonel 
Newoome’s favour was due to the inventive genius of 
his faithful aide-de-camp, P. B. On the polling-day, 
as the carriages full of voters came up to the market- 
place, there appeared nigh to the booths an open 
barouche, covered all over with ribbon, and con- 
taining Frederick Bay ham, Esq., profusely decorated 
with the Colonel’s colours, and a very old woman and 
her female attendant, who were similarly ornamented. 
It was good old Mrs. Mason, who was pleased mth 
the drive and the sunshine, though she scarcely «“der- 
stood the meaning of the turmoil, with her maid by 
her side, delighted to wear such ribbons, and sit in 
such a post of honour. Eising up in the carnage, 
F. B. took off his hat, bade his men of brass he silent, 
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wlio were accustomed to braj the Conquermg 

Hero comes, wbeuever the Colonel, or Mr. Bayliam, 
bis brilliant aide-de-camp, made tlieir appearance 5 — - 
bidding, we saj, the musicians and tbe universe to be 
silent, F. B. rose, and made the citiziens of Hew^come 
a splendid speech. Good old unconscious Mrs. Mason 
was tie theme of it, and the Coloners virtues and 
faithful gratitude in tending her. She was his father’s 
old friend. She was Sir Barnes Newcomers grand- 
father’s old friend. She had lived for more than forty 
years at Sir Barnes Heweome’s door, and how often 
had he been to see Iier.'^ Bid he go every week? Ho. 
Every month? Fo. Every year? No. Never in the 
.whole course of his life, had he set his foot into her 
doors! (Loud yells, and cries of shame.) Never had 
he done her one single act of kindness. Whereas for 
years and years past, when he was away in India, 
heroically fighting the battles of his country, when he 
was distinguishing himself at Assaye, and and — 
Mulligatawny, and Seringapatam, in the hottest of the 
fight and the fiercest of the danger, in the most 
terrible moment of the confiict, and the crowning 
glory of the victory, the good, the brave, the Idnd old 
Colonel, why should he say Colonel? why should 
ha not say Old Tom at once? (immense roars of 
applause) always remembered his dear old nurse and 
friend. Look at that shawl, boys, which she has got 
on! My belief is that Colonel Newcome took that 
shawl in single combat, and on horseback, from the 
prime minister of Tippoo Saibt Immense cheers and 
cries of Bravo BayhamI” Look at that brooch the 
dear old thing wears! (he kissed her hand whilst so 
apostrophising her); Tom- Newcome never brags about 
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Ms military acMevemeats, lie is tlie most modest as 

well as the bravest man in the world; what if I were 
to tell you that he cut that brooch from the throat of 
an Indian rajah? He’s man enough to do it (He is; 
he is; from all parts of the crowd). What, you want 
to take the horses out, do you? (to the crowd, who 
were removing those quadrupeds); I ain’t a going to 
prevent you; I expected as much of you: Men ot 
Newcome, I expected as much of you, for I know 
you! Sit still, old lady; don’t he frightened,^ Maam, 
they are only going to pull you to die Kings Arms, 
and show you to the Colonel.” 

This, indeed, was the direction in which the mob 
(whether inflamed by spontaneons enthusiasm, or ex; 
cited by cunning agents placed amongst the populace 
by F. B., I cannot say,) now took the barouche and 
its three occupants. With a myriad roar and shout 
the carriage was dragged in front of the Kmgs 
Arms, from the balconies of which a most satisfactory 
account of the polling was already placarded The 
extra noise and shouting brought out the Colonel, 
who looked at first with curiosity at the advancing 
procession, and then, as he caught sight of Sarah 
Mason , with a bMsh and a bow of Ms kind old head. 

“Look at Mm, boysT’ cried the enraptured F. B., 
pointing up to the old man. , “Look at Mm.; the 
dear old boy! Isn’t he an old trump? which will you 
have for your member, Barnes hTewcoxne or Old lorn? 

And as might be supposed, an immense shout of 
“Old Tom!” arose frdm the multitude; in the midst 
of wMch , blushing and bowing still , the Colonel went 
back to his committee*room: and the bands played 
“See the Gonq^uering Hero” louder than ever: and 
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poor Barnes in the course of Ms iutj liawng to coma 
out upon his balconj at the Boebnck opposite, was 
sainted with a jell as vociferous as tbe cheer for the 
Colonel had been; and old Mrs* Mason asked what 
the noise was about: and after making several vain 
efforts, in dumb show, to the crowd, Barnes slunk back 
into his hole again as pale as the turnip which was flung 
at his head: and the horses were brought ; and Mrs. Mason 
driven home; and the day of election came to an end. 

Reasons of personal gratitude as we have stated 
already, prevented his Highness the Prince de Mont- 
contour from taking a part in this family contest. 
His brethren' of tbe House of Higg, however, very 
much to Florae^ gratification gave their second votes 
to Colonel Neweome, carrying with them a very great 
number of electors: we know that in the present 
parliament, Mr. Higg and Mr. Bunco sit for the 
Borough of J^ewcomo. Having had monetary trans- 
actions with Sir Barnes Newcome, and entered largely 
into Railway speculations with him, the Messrs, Higg 
had found reason to quairel with the Baronet; accuse 
him of sharp practices to the present day, and have 
long stories to tell w’hieh do not concern us about 
Sir Barnes’ stratagems — grasping and extortion. 
They and their following, deserted Sir Barnes, whom 
they had supported in previous elections, and voted 
for the Colonel, although some of the opinions of that 
gentleman were rather too extreme for such sober persons. 

Kot exactly knowing what his politics were when 
he commenced the canvass, 1 San’t say to what opi- 
nions the poor Colonel did not find Mmseif committed, 
by the time when the election was over. The worthy 
gentleman felt Mmseif not a little humiliated by what 
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iiriBg'.to,"^aBSwer; 
to sliake bauds,. 

triitb be did not care for grasping at 
Ms education baa ^ 
kindest and simplest soul ali%’e, be 
»pocted from com- 
of deference wMcb be bad re** 
"■ '* ■ ,Tbe'.' "Contest; 

ified bim*, lie felt that be was using 


be bad to say 
q^uestions, to 

wMeb to say, ^ _ 

all His baMts were aristocratic; 
been.. military; :,tb6..L...--^...,^ 
yet disi&ed all familiarity, and ex] 

tnon ' people "'"tbe sort c. 

ceived from bis men in tbe regiment, 

■vsaddeaed/'and'inortL*^^.. -- — , . .... 

wrong means to obtain an end that perhaps was not 
rio'bt (for so Hs secret conscience must have told 
him); he %vas derogating from his o%Tn honour in 
tampering with political opinions, submitting to tanu- 
liarities, condescending to stand by whilst his agente 
solicited vulgar suffi-ages or uttered clap-traps about 
retrenchment and reform. “I Mt I was wrong, he 
said to me in after days, “though J was too proud 
to own my error in those times, and you and yoiii 
good wife and my boy were right in protesbug 
against that mad election.” Indeed, though we little 
knew what events were speedily to happen, Laura 
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Chiltern Hundreds. 


We sliall saj no more regarding Tliomas Newcome’s 
political doings; bis speeches against Barnes, and the 
Baronet’s replies. The nephew was beaten by his 
stout old uncle. 

In due time the Gazette announced that Thomas 
ISTewcome, Esq., was returned as one of the Members 
of Parliament for the borough of Newcome; and, after 
triumphant dinners, speeches, and rejoicings, the mem- 
ber came back to his family in London, and to Ms 
aiSfairs in that city. 

The good Colonel appeared to be by no means 
elated by his victory. He would not allow that he 
was wrong in engaging in that family war, of which 
we have just seen the issue; though it may be that his 
secret remorse on this account in part occasioned his 
disquiet. But there were other reasons which his family 
not long afterwards came to understand', for the gloom 
and low spirits which now oppressed the head of their 
home. 

It was observed (that is, if simple little Eosej took 
the trouble to observe) that the entertainments at the 
Colonel’s mansion were more frequent and splendid 
even than before; the silver cojsoa-nut tree was con- 
stantly in requisition, and around it were assembled 
xmny new guests, who had not formerly been used to 
sit under those branches. Mr. Sherrick and his wife 
appeared at those parties, at which the proprietor of 
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Lady Wliittlesea's cliapel made Mmself perfectly fami- 
liar* Sbenick cat jokes wifck tke master of tlie lioasei 
wkicli tke latter received witli a very grave acqaiesceace; 
lie ordered tlie servants about, addressing tbe butler as 
“Old Corkscrew,” and bidding tie footman, wiom be 
loved to call by Ms Christian name, to “look alive.” 
He called tie Colonel “Newcome” sometimes, and 
facetiously speculated upon tie degree of relationship 
subsisting between them novr that Ms daughter was 
married to Clive’s uncle, the Colonel’s brother-in-law. 
Though I dare say Clive did not much relish receiving 
news of his aunt, Sherrick was sure to bring such in- 
telligence when it reached him; and announced, in due 
time, the birth of a little cousin at Bogglywallah, whom 
the fond parents designed to name “Thomas Newcome 
Honeyman.” 

A di*eadful panic and ghastly terror seized poor 
Clive on an occasion which he described to me after- 
wards. Going out from home one day with Ms father, 
he beheld a wine-mercliant’s cart, from which hampers 
were carried down the area gate into the lower regions 
of Colonel Newcome’s house. “Sherrick and Co., 
Wine Merchants, Walpole Street,” was painted upon 
the vehicle. 

“Good heavens! Sir; do you get your wine from 
Mmf^^ Clive cried out to his fatW, remembering Honey- 
maMs provisions in early times. The Colonel, looking 
very gloomy and turning red, said, “Yes, he bought 
wine from Sherrick, who had been very good natured 
and serviceable; and who — and who, you know, is 
our connexion now.” When informed of the circum- 
stance by Clive, I too, as I confess, thought the in- 
cident alarming. 
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TlieH CMtHj with a latigh, told me of a grand battle 
wHcb bad taken place 'in conse<iixeiice oflfirs. Macken- 
zie’s bebavionr tO'- the wine-mercbant’s wife- The Cam- 
paigner bad treated this very kind and Iiarmless, but 
vulgar woman, with extreme hauteur — bad talked 
loud. during ber singing — tbe beauty of wbicb, to say 
trutb, time bad considerably impaired — bad made 
contemptuous observations regarding ber upon more 
than one occasion. At length tbe Colonel broke out 
in great wrath against Mrs, Mackenzie — bade ber to 
respect that lady as one of bis guests — and, if she 
did not like tbe company which assembled at bis house, 
hinted . to her that there were many thousand other 
Aouses in London where she could find a. lodging- For 
the^sake of her child, and ber adored grandchild, tbe 
Campaigner took no notice of this bint; and declined 
to remove from tbe <|iiarter which she had occupied 
ever since she had become a grand-mamma, 

I myself dined Ance or twice, with my old friends, 
under the shadow 'of tbe pickle-bearing cocoa-nut tree; 
and could not but remark a change of personages in 
, the society ■ assembled. The manager of tbe City branch 
of the B, B. Ov.was always present — ^ an ominous- 
looking man, whose whispers and compliments seemed 
to make poor 'Clive, ,at bis end of the table, very me- 
lancholy, 'With the Oily manager came tbe City ma- 
nager’s friends, whose jokes passed gaily round, and 
who kept tbe conversation to themselves. Once I bad 
tbe happiness to meet Mr, Eatray, who bad ■ returned, 
filled with rupees from tbe Indian bank*, who told us 
■many anecdotes of tbe splendour of Eam-un-Lal at 
Calcutta, .who complimented the Colonel on Ms fine 
house and- -grand dinners with sinister good humour. 
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Tliose eompliments did not seem to please our poor 
friend^ that familiarity choked him, A brisk little 
chattering attornejj very intimate with Sherrick^ with 
a mfe of flnbions gentility, was another constant guest. 
He enlivened the table by his jokes, and recotinted 
choice stories about the aristocracy, with certain mem- 
bers of whom the little man seemed very familiar. He 
knew to a shilling how much this lord owed — and 
how much the creditors aliowed to that marquis* He 
had been concerned with such and such a nobleman, 
who was now in the Queen's Bench. He spoke of their 
lordships affably and without their titles — callings 
upon '‘Louisa, my dear,” his wife, to testify to the 
day when Viscount Tagrag dined with them, and EaH 
Bareacres sent them the pheasants. F. as sombre 
and downcast as his hosts now seemed to be, infoimed 
me demurely that the attorney was a member of' one 
of the most eminent firms in the City — that he had 
been engaged in procuring the ColoneFs parliamentary 
title for him — and in various important matters ap- 
pertaining to the B, B. G.; but my knowledge of the 
world and the law was sufficient to make me aware that 
this gentleman belonged to a well-known firm of money- 
lending solicitors, and I trembled to see such a person 
in the home of our good CoioneL Where were the 
generals and the judges? Where were the fogies and 
their respectable ladies? Stupid they were, and dull 
their company, but better a stalled ox in their society, 
than Mr, Campion’s jokes over Mr. Shenick’s wines. 

After the little rebuke administered by Colonel New- 
come, Mrs. Mackenzie abstained from overt hostilities 
against any guests of her daughter’s father-in-law; and 
contented herself by assuming grand and princess-like 
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airs in the company of the new ladies. They flattered 
her and poor little Eosa intensely. The latter liked 
their company no donht. To a naan of the world look- 
ing on, who has seen the men and morals of many 
exties, it was cnrions, almost pathetic, to watch that 
poor little innocent creature fresh and smiling, attired 
in baright colours and a thousand gewgaws, simpering 
in the midst of these dai*kliiig people — * practising her 
little arts, and coquetries, with such a court round 
about her. An unconscious little maid, with rich and 
rare gems sparkling on all her fingers, and bright 
gold rings as many as belonged to the late Old Woman 
of Banbury Cross — still she smiled and prattled in- 
mocently before-'' these bandi^^^^^ — I thought of Zeidina 
and* the Brigands, in Diavolo.’^ 

Walking away with F. B. from one of these parties 
of the CoioneFs, and seriously alarmed at what I had 
observed there,. I demanded of Baylmm whether my 
conjectures were- not correct, that some misfortune 
overhung our ,old -friend’s house? At first Bayham 
denied stoutly* dr '-pretended ignorance; but at length, 
having reached the** Haunt” together, yhich I had not 
'visited since I was 'a married man, we entered, that 
place of entertainment, and were greeted by its old 
landlady and waitress, and- accommodated with a quiet 
parlour. And here F. B*, after groaning — after 
sighing — after ■ solacing himself with a prodigious 
quantity of bitter beer * — fairly burst out, and, with 
tears in his ' eyes made a full and sad confession re- 
specting this unlucky Bundelerad Banking Company* 
The shares had been going lower and lower, so that 
^ there was no sale now for them at ail To meet the 
liabilities &e directors must have undergone the greatest 
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all the gifts they bring. Confound his Amontillado! 
I had rather drink this honest malt and hops all my 
life than ever see a drop of his abominable golden 
sherry. Golden?' F. B. believes it is golden — and a 
precious deal dearer than gold too” — and herewith^ 
ringing the bell, my friend asked for a second pint 
of the just-named and cheaper fluid. 

I have of late had to recount portions of my dear 
old friend's history which must needs be told , and over 
which the writer does not like to dwell. If Thomas 
Newcome’s opulence was unpleasant to describe, and 
to contrast with the bright goodness and simplicity I 
remembered in former days 5 how much more painful is 
that part of his story to which we are now come per- 
force,' and which the acute reader of novels has, no 
doubt, long foreseen? Yes, Sir or Madam, you are 
quite right in the opinion w^hich you have held all 
along regarding that Bimdelcimd Banking Company, 
in which our Colonel has invested every rupee he 
possesses, Solvimtur rupees^ I disdain, for the 

most part, the tricks and surprises of the novelist's art. 
Knowing, from the very beginning of our story, wbat 
was tbe issue of this Bimdelcund Banking concern,, 
I have scarce had patience to keep my counsel about 
it; and w^henever I have had occasion to mention the 
Company, have scarcely been able to refrain from 
breaking out into fierce diatribes against that compli- 
cated enormous outrageous swindle. It was one of many 
similar cheats which have been^ successfully practised 
upon the simple folks, civilian and military, who toil 
and struggle — who fight with sun and enemy — who 
pasp years of long exile and gallant endurance in the 
service of onr empire in India. . Agency houses • after 
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agency lioiises liave been establisbedj and haye flonrisbed 
111 splendour and magnificence, and baye paid fabulous 
dirideads — and baye enormously enriclied two or tbree 
wary speculators — and then have burst in bankruptcy, 
iiiYolving widows, orphans, and countless simi^Ie people 
wbo trusted tbeir all to tbe keeping of these unwortliy 
treasurers. 

The failure of the Bundelcund E-ank which “we 
now have to record, was one only of many similar 
schemes ending in ruin. About the time when Thomas 
Newcome was chaired as Member of Parliament for 
the borough of which he bore the name, the great In- 
dian merchant who was at the head of the Buiidel- 
cund Banking Company’s afiairs at Calcutta, suddenly 
died of cholera at his palace at Barackpore. He had 
been giving of late a series of the most splendid ban- 
quets with which Indian prince ' ever- entertained a 
Calcutta society. The greatest and proudest person- 
ages of that aristocratic city had attended his feasts. 
The fiiirest Calcutta beauties had danced in his halls. 
Did not poor F. B. transfer from the columns of the Ben- 
gal Hufkaru to the Pail Mall Gazette the most astound- 
ing descriptions of those Asiatic Kights Entertainments, 
of which the very grandest was to come off on the night 
when cholera seized Eam-un-Lal in its grip? There 
was to have been a masquerade outvying all European 
masquerades in splendour. The two rival queens of 
the Calcutta society were to have appeared each with 
her court around her. Young civilians at the college, 
and young ensigns fresh landed, had gone into awful 
expenses and borrowed money at fearful interest from 
the B. B. C» and other banking companies, in order to 
appear with befitting splendour as knights and noble- 
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mm of Henrietta Maria’s Court (Henrietta Maria, wife 
of Hastings Hicks, Esq^., SiicMer Dewanee Adawlnt), 
or as princes and warriors surrounding the palanquin 
of Lalla Eookk (the loyelj wife of Hon. Cornwallis 
Bohns, Member of Council); all these splendoui's were 
there. As carriage after carriage drove up from Calcutta, 
they were met at Bam-un-LaFs gate by ghastly weep- 
ing servants, who announeecl their master’s demise. 

On the next day the Bank at Calcutta w-as closed, 
and the day after, when heavy Mils were presented 
which must be paid, although hy this time Eam-iin- 
Lai was not only dead but buried, and Ms widows 
howlihg over Ms grave, it was announced throughout 
Calcutta that but 800 rupees were left in the treasury 
of the B. B. C. to meet engagements to the amount 
of four lakhs then immediately due, and sixty days 
afterwards the shutters w'^ere closed at Ho. 175, Loth- 
bury, the London offices of the B. B. C. of India, and 
35,0007 worth of their bills refused by their agents, 
Messrs. Baines, Jolly and Co. of Fog Court 

When the accounts of that ghastly bankruptcy ar- 
rived from Calcutta, it was found, of course, that the 
uierchant prince Eam-un-Lal, ow^ed the B. B. C. tw^enty- 
five laklis of rupees, the value of which was scarcely 
even represented by his respectable signature. It was 
found that one of the auditors of the bank, the gene- 
rally esteemed Charley Condor (a capital fellow, 
famous for Ms good dinners and for playing low 
comedy characters at the Chowringhee Theatre) was 
indebted to the bank in 90,0007-, and also it was dis- 
covered that the reverend Baptist Bellman, Chief liegis- 
of Ae Calcutta Tape and Sealing Wax Office (a 
most valuable - and powerful amateur preacher who had 
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convertedi 'two natives , and wliose serious soirees were 
tliroiiged at Oalcatta), Iiad helped Mmself to 73,0001. 
more, for wliieh lie settled in the Bankruptcy Court 
before he resumed his duties in Ms own. In justice 
Mr* Bellman, it must be said that he could have had 
no idea of the catastrophe impeuding oimr the B. B* 0. 
,E„or,,.,.,onl}v three, weeks .before, that great bank, closed, 
its doors, Mr. Bellman, as guardian of the children of 
his widowed sister Mrs. Colonel Green, had sold the 
mEoIe of the late Coloners property out of Company’s 
paper and invested it in the bank, which gave a high 
interest, and with bills of which drawn upon their 
London correspondents, he had accommodated Mrs. 
Colonel Green when she took her departure foi’ 
Europe with her numerous little family on board the 
Burrumpooter. 

And now you have the explanation of the title of 
this chapter, and know wherefore Thomas STewcome 
never sat in Pariiameiit* Where are our dear old 
friends nowr* Where are Eosey’s chariots, and horses? 
Where her jewels and gewgaws? Bills are up in the 
fine new house. Swai-ms of Hebrew gentlemen with 
their hats on are walking about the drai^iiig^rooms, 
peering into the bed-rooms, weigMng and poising the 
poor old silver cocoa-nut-tree, eying the plate and 
crystal, thumbing the damask of the' curtains, and in- 
specting ottomans, mirrors, and a hundred articles of 
splendid trumpery. There is Eosey’s boudoir which 
her father-in-law loved to ornament — there is Clive’s 
studio with a hundred sketches *— there is the Coionars 
bare room at the top of the honse, ,with his little iron 
bedstead and ship’s drawers, and a' camel trunk or 
two which have accompanied him on many an Indian 
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marcli, and his old regulation sword, and that one 
which the native officers of his regiment gave him 
when he bade them farewell. I can fancy the brokers’ 
faces as they look over this camp wardrobe, and that 
the uniforms will not fetch much in Holywell Street. 
There is the old one still, and that new one which he 
ordered and wore when poor little Eosey was present- 
ed at court. I had not the heart to examine their 
plunder, and go amongst those wreckers. F. B. used 
to attend the sale regularly, and report its proceedings 
to us rvith eyes full of tears. “A fellow laughed at 
me, says P. B., “because when I came into the dear 
old drawing-room I took my hat off. I told him that 
if he ^ dared say another w'ord I would knock him 
down. I think P . B. may be pardoned in this in- 
stance for emulating the office of auctioneer. Where 
»e yon, pretty Eosey and poor little helpless baby? 
Where are you, dear Clive — gallant young friend of 
my youth? Ah 2 it is a sad story — a melancholy 
page to pen ! Let us pass it over quickly — I love 
not to think of my friend in pain. 
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CHAPTEE X¥II 

In liviiicli Mrs. Clive Hewcome’s carriage Is ordered# 

AtL the friends of the Ifewcome family, of course, 
knew the disaster which had befallen the good Colonel, 
and I was aware, for my own part, that not only his 
own, but almost the whole of Eosa Newcome’s pro- 
perty was involved in the common ruin. Some pro- 
posals of temporary relief were made to onr friends 
from more quarters than one, but were thankfully re- 
jected — and w'e were led to hope that the Colonel 
having still his pension secured to him, which the law 
could not touch, might live comfortably enough in the 
retirement to which, of course, he would betake him- 
self, when the melancholy proceedings consequent on 
the bankruptcy were brought to an end. It was shown 
that he had been egregiously duped in the transaction 
— that his credulity had cost him and his family a 
large fortune — that he bad given up every penny 
which belonged to him — that there could not be any 
sort of stain upon his honest reputation. The judge 
before whom he appeared, spoke with feeling and re- 
gard of the unhappy gentleman ^ the lawyer who 
examined him respected the grief and fall of that 
simple old man. Thomas STewcome took a little room 
near the court where his affairs and the affairs of the 
company were adjudged — Eved with a fmgaHty 
which never was difBcult to him — and once when 
perchance I met him in the City^. avoided me, with a 
bow and courtesy that was quite humble though proud 
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irnd sometow inexpressibly touching to me. FrerL 
Bajbam was the only person whom he admitted. 
PrecI always faithfully insisted upon attending him in 
and out of court.. J. J. came to me immediately after 
he heard of .the disaster, eager to place all Iiis savings 
at the service of his friends. Laura and I came to 
London, and were urgent with similar offers. Our 
■good friend declined to see any of us. F. B., again, 
with tears trickling on his rough cheeks , and a break 
in his voice, told me he feared that a&drs must be 
very bad indeed, for the Colonel absolutely denied 
himself a cheroot to smoke. Laura drove to his lodg- 
ings and took Mm a box which was held up to him 
'as he came to ' open the door to my wife's knock by 
our .smiling little boy. He patted the child on his 
golden head and kissed him. My wife wished he 
would have done as much for Iier — but he wmuld not 
— though she owmecl she kissed his haiid. He drew 
it across his eyes and thariked her in a very calm and 
stately manner — but he did not invite her within the 
threshold of Ms door, saying simply, that stach a room 
was not a £t place to receive a lady, you ought 
'to know Very well, Mrs. Smith/’ he said to the land- 
lady who had accompanied my wife up the stairs. 
“He will eat scarcely anything,” the woman told us,, 
“his meals come down untouched; his candles are 
burning all night, almost, as he sits poring over his 
papers.” “He was bent — he who used to walk so 
uprightly,” Laura said. He seemed to have grown 
many years older, and was, Mdeed, quite a decrepit 
old man. 

; '-“I ^ gkd they have left Clive out of the bank- 
'Colonel said tO' Bsyham; it was almost 
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tlie only time wlaen Mb Yoice exhibited mj emotion. 

was very kind of them to leave out Clive? .‘poor 
boy, and I have thanked tlie lawyers in Court.’* Those 
gentlemen, and tlie judge himself, were very much 
moved at this act of gratitude. The judge made a 
very feeling speech to the Colonel rvhen he came up 
for Ms certificate. He passed very different comments 
on the conduct of the Manager of the Bank, when 
■ tliat perso!v appeared for examination. ^ He wished that 
*the law had power to deal with those gentlemen who 
had come home with large fortunes from India, realised 
but a few years before the bankruptcy. Those gentle- 
men had known how to take care of themselves very 
well, and as for the Manager, is not his wife giving^ 
elegant balls at her elegant house at Cheltenham at 
this very day? , 

What weighed most upon the CoIonaFs mind, P. B. 
imagined, -was the thought that he had been the means 
of inducing many pioor friends to embark their money 
in this luckless speculation. Take J. JfS' money after 
ho had persuaded old Eidley to place 200/. in Indian 
shares! Good God, he and his family should rather 
perish than he %voiild touch a farthing of it! Many 
fierce - words were uttered to Mm by Mrs. MackenMe, 
for instance — - by lier angry daughter at Musselburgh 
— • Josey’s husband, by Mr/Smee, B. A., and two. oi^ 
three Indian officers, friends of his own, who had 
entered into the speculation on Ms recommendation. 
These rebukes, Thomas If eweome bore with an affecting 
meekness, as Ms faithfhl P. B. described to me, striving 
with many oaths and much loudness to carry off his 
own bmotion. But what moved the Colonel most of 
all, was, a letter wMch came at this time from Honej’- 
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man In India, saying tiiat lie was doing well - — tliat 
of course lie .inew, of tis "benefactor’s misfortniie, and 
that be sent a remittance whhh, D* Y., sboiiH be 
animal, in payment of Ms debt to tbe Colonel, and 
sister at Brighton. “ On receipt of tMs letter,’’ 
said 1. B., ^Hbe^'Old man was fairly beat — the letter, 
with, the bill in it, dropt out of bis bands. He clasped 
them both together, shaking in every limb, and liis 
head dropped^ down on Ms breast as he said, ‘I thank 
ng" Groa Almighty for this I’ and he sent the cheque’ 
off to Mrs. Honeyman by the post that night, Sir, 
every shiUing of it; and he passed Ms old arm nnder 
Mne — and we went out to Tom’s Coffee House, and 
he ate some dinner for the first time for ever so long, 
and dmnk a couple of glasses of port wine, and P. B. 
stood it, Sir, and would stand his heart’s blood for 
that dear old boy.” 

It was on a Monday morning that those melancholy 
shutters were seen, over the offices of the BnnMmnd 
Bank, in liOthbnry, _which were not to come down until 
the rooms were’ handed over to some other, and let ns 
trust, more fortanate speculators. The Indian bills 
had arrived, and been protested In the City on the pre- 
vious Saturday. The Campaigner and Mrs. Bosey had 
arianged a little ^ party to the theatre that evening, and 
the gallant Captain Goby had agreed to ^uit the delights 
of the Mag GMb, in order to accompany the ladies. 
Meither of them^ knew what was happening in the 
City, or could account, otherwise than by the common 
mmmijei causes, for- Clive’s gloomy despondency and 
Ms,.fi»th6Ps sad reserve. Clive had not been in the 
tMs_ %y*/ He had spent it, as usual, in Ms 
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sfciidio , houdi by liis wife j and not .disturbed by tlie 
mess-room raillery of the Campaigner. They dined 
early j in order to be in time for tbe theatre. Goby 
entertained them with the latest jokes from tlie smoking- 
room at the Flag, and was in Ms ten amtised'by tbe 
brilliant plans for tlie season wMcb Eosey and Iier 
mamma sketched out. The entertainments which Mrs. 
Clive proposed to give, the ball — she was dying for 
a masked ball — just such a one as that described in 
the Pali Mall Gazette of last week, out of that paper 
with the droll title, the Bengal Hurkaru, which the 
merchant prince, the hear! of the bank, you know, in 
India, had given at Calcutta. We must have a ball, 
too, says Mrs. Mackenzie, society demands it of you” 
Of course it does,” echoes Captain Goby, and he be*- 
thought him of a brilliant circle of young fellows from 
the Flag, whom he would bring in splendid uniform to 
dance with the pretty Mrs. Clive Ufeweome. 

After the dinner, they little knew it was to be their 
last in that fine house, the ladies retired to give a 
parting kiss to baby — a parting look to the toilettes, 
with which they proposed to fascinate the inhabitants 
of the pit and public boxes at tbe Olympic. Goby 
made vigorous play with the claret bottle during the 
brief interval of potation allowed to him', he, too, little 
deeming that he should never drink bumper there 
again; Clive looking on with the melancholy and silent 
acquiescence which had, of late, been Ms part in the 
household. The carriage was announced — the ladies 
came down — pretty ’capotes on — the lovely Cam- 
paigner, Goby vowed, looking as young and as hand- 
some as her daughter, by Jove, and the hall door 
was opened to admit the two gentlemen and ladies to 
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-their carriage, when, as they were ahout to step ia, a 
Hansom cab drove up rapidly in wliicli was perceived 
Thomas Newcome’s anxious face. He got out of the 
veMele — « Ms own carriage making way for him' — 
the ladies still on the. steps. “0, the play! I forgot:” 
said the Colonel. 

^‘Of course we are going to the play, papa,” cries 
little Eosey, ,with a gay little tap of her hand. 

*T think yon had Best not,” Colonel Newcome said 
gravely, 

‘Tndeed my darling child has set her heart upon 
it, and I would not have her disappointed for the 
world in her situation,” cries the Campaigner, tossing 
up her head, , 

The Colonel for reply bade his coachman drive to 
the stables, and come for further orders; and, turning 
to his daughter’s guest, expressed to Captain Goby 
his regret that the proposed party could not take place 
on that evening, _ as he had matter of very great im- 
portance to communicate to his family. On hearing 
these news, and understanding that his further com- 
pany was not desirable, - the Captain, ,_a man of great 
presence of mind-,: 'arrested the Hansom cabman who 
was about ;to take 'Ms departure, and who blithely, 
knowing the Club and its inmates full well, carried 
off the jolly Captain to finish his evening at the Flag. 

‘^Has it come, father?” said Clive with -a sure pre- 
science, looking in his father’s face. 

The father took and grasped the hand which Ms 
son held out. us go back into the dining-room,” 

he said. They entered It, and he filled himself a glass 
' of ; wine out of the" bottle still standing amidst the 
^ ^He Wte fihe. butler retire, who was lingering 
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about tbe room and sideboard, and only wanted to 
know mdietber ills master would baTe dinner, tlmt was 
all. And, tliis gentleman liaving withdrawn, Colonel 
Newcome finished liis glass of sherry and broke a 
biscuit; the Campaigner assuming an attitude of sur- 
prise and indignation whilst Bosey had leisure to re- 
mark, that papa looked very ill, and that something 
must have happened. 

The Colonel took both her hands and drew her 
towards him and kissed her, whilst liosey^s mainma 
flouncing clown on a chair beat a tattoo' upon the table- 
cloth with her fan. “Something has happened, my 
love,” the Colonel said very sadly; “you must show 
all your strength of mind, for' a great. misfortune haa 
befallen us.” ’ . 

“Good heavens, Colonel, ivhat kit? doAt frighten, 
my beloved child,” cries the Campaigner, ' rushing to- 
wards her darling, and enveloping her in her robust 
arms, '*Wliat can have happened? don^t ' agitate this 
darling child, Sir,” and she looked -indignantly towards 
the poor Colonel. 

, ^ “We have received the very worst news ft*om Cal* 
ciitta — a confirmation of the news by' the last mail, 
Clivey, my boy.” 

“It is no news to me. I have ^always been 'ex- 
pecting it, father” says Clive, holding down his head. 

“Expecting what? What have -you .been keeping' 
back from us? In what have you been- deceiving us, 
Colonel Newcome?” shrieks the Campaigner,; and Eosa 
crying out, “0, mamma, mamma!” begins to whimper. 

“The chief of the bank in India is _ dead,” the Co- 
lonel went' on%^ “He has left, its alkirs In worse than 
disorder. : Ve are, I fear, ruined, iMxa- Mackenzie,” 
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and the Colonel went on to tell liow tlie bank coiiM 
not open on Monday morning, and its bills to a great 
amount bad already been protested in tbe City that day. 

Eosey did not understand half these news , or corn- 
prebend tbe calamity wbicb was to follow; but Mrs. 
Mackenme, rustling in great wratb, made a speech, of 
which the anger gathered as she proceeded; in which 
she vowed and protested that her money which, the 
Colonel, she did not know from lohat motives^ had in- 
duced her to subscribe, should not be sacrificed, and 
that have it she would, the bank shut or not, the next 
Monday morning — that her daughter had a fortune 
of her own wHeh her poor dear brother James should 
have divided, and would have divided much more 
fairly, had he not been wrongly influenced — she 
would not say by whom^ and she commanded Colonel 
Hewcome upon that instant^ if he was as he always 
pretended to be, an honourable man, to give an account 
of her blessed darling’s property, and to pay back 
her own, every sixpence of it. She would not lend it 
for an hour longer, and to see that that dear blessed 
child now sleeping unconsciously up stairs, and his 
dear brothers and sisters who might follow, for Eosey 
was a young woman, a poor innocent creature, too 
young to be married, and never ivould have been 
married had she listened to her mamma’s advice. She 
demanded that baby, and all succeeding babies, should 
have their rights^ and should be looked to by their 
grandmother, if their father’s father was so unMnd^ and 
so wicked^ and so unnatural^ as to give their money to 
rogues, and deprive them of their just bread. 

. Eosey began to cry more loudly than ever during 
the Utterance of mamma’s sermon, so loudly that Clive 
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peevisMy cried out, “Hold your tongue^”' ■ oa wHeliilie 
Campaigner, clutching her daughter to her breast again, 
toned on her son-imlaw, and abused him as she had 
abused Ms father before him, calling out that they 
were both in a conspiracy to defraud her child, and 
the little darling up stairs, of its bread, and she would 

speak, 3^68,- she" would, and no power should prevent 

her, and her money siie would have on Monday, as 
sure as her poor dear husband, Captain Mackenzie, 
was dead, and she never would have been cheated so, 
3'es, cheated^ if he had been alive. 

At the word “cheated” Clive broke out with an 
execration — the poor Colonel with a groan of de- 
spair — the widow’s storm continued, and above that- 
howling tempest of words rose Mrs. Clive’s piping 
scream, who went off into downright hysterics at last, 
in which she was encouraged by her mother, and in 
which she gasped out frantic ejaculations regarding 
baby; dear, darling, ruined baby, and so forth. 

The sorrow -stricken Colonel had to quell the 
women’s tongues and shrill anger, and his son’s wrath- 
ful replies, who could not bear the freight of Mrs. 
Mackenzie upon Mm; and it was not until these three 
were allayed, that Thomas Newcome was able to con- 
tinue Ms sad story, to explain what had happened, 
and what the actual state of the case was,, and to 
oblige the terror-stricken women at length to hear 
something like reason. 

He then had to tell them, to their dismay, that he 
would inevitably be declared a bankimpt in the en- 
suing week; that the whole of his propertjr in that 
house, as elsewhere, would be seized and sold for the 
creditors’ benefit; and that his daughter had best im- 




iae<lateiy lea^e a home 'whom she woiuci m cemmij 
subject to humiliatioa and annoyanee. “I would have 
Clive, my boy,; take you out of the Country, aad •— 

and teturtt to me when I have need of him, shall 
send for him,”' the father said fondly in reply to a re- 
helliotts look in his son’s face. “I would have yon 
enit this house as soon ' as possible. Why not to- 
night? The law bloodhounds may be upon ns ere an 
hour is over — at this moment for what I know.” ^ 

At that moment the door bell was heard to 
and the women gave a scream a-piece, as if the bailiffs 
were actually coming to take possession. Kosey went 
.off in ijnfe a series of _ screams 'v' 'peevishly mfmmm' 
%y her husband, and always eneonraged by mamma, 

• who called her ' son-in-law an unfeeling wretch. It 
roust be confessed that Mrs. Clive Newcome did not 
exhibit much strength of mind, or comfort her husband 
much at a moment when he needed consolation. ^ 

JVom angry rebellion,, and fierce, rcBioEstraace, this 

pair of women ' now' passed to an extreme terror and 
desire for instantaneous flight. They would ^ go that 
moment ■— they would wap that blessed child up in 
its shawls and nurse should take it anywhere 
anywhere, poor neglected thing, ‘^My trunks, cries 
Mrs. Mackenajie, “you know are ready packed — I 
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dared to tave done tMSj Colonel Ifewcome — no 
never* He Iiad ills faults — Mackenzie liad — bnl 
lie wonH never kave robbed bis own cMIdren! ' Come 
away, Eosey, my blessed love, come let ns pack your 
tbiiigs, and let us go and Mde our heads in sorrow 
somewbere* Abl didn't I tell yon to beware of all 
pmnters^ and that Clarence was a ti'ue gentleman, and 
loved yon wdtb ail bis heart, and would never have 
cheated yon out of your money, for which I will have 
^justice as sure as there is justice in England/' 

During this outbmst the Colonel sat utterly scared 
and silent, supporting his poor' head between his 
hands. When the harem had departed he turned 
sadly to his son* Clive did not believe that his father 
was a cheat and a rogue. Mo, thank Grod! The tivo - 
men embraced with tender cordiality and almost happy 
emotion on the one side and the other. Mover for one 
moment could Clive think his dear* old father meant 
wrong — though the speculations were unfortunate 
in which he had engaged — though Clive had not 
liked them — it was a relief to his mind that they 
were now come to an end — they should ail 
be happier now, thank God! those clouds of 
distrust being removed. Clive felt not one moment's 
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prostitute awaj — Si eeleres qmtit pennas^ you re- 
member wbat we ased to say at G-rejfriars - — resigm 
gum deditf €t mM pirtute me invoim^ pmhamqm paupe-- 
rim sim dote And lie pledged liis father, 

wlio drank Ms wine, Ms band shaking as he raised 
the glass to Ms lips, and Iiis kind Toice trembling as 
be uttered tbs well-known old school words, with an 
emotion that was as sacred as a prayer. Once more, 
and with hearts full of love, the two men embraced._, 
Clive’s voice would tremble now if he told the story 
as it did when he spoke it to me in happier times, 
one calm summer evening whan we sat together and 
talked of dear oM days. 

» Thomas Kewcome explained to his son the plan, 
which, to Hs mind as he came away from the City 
after the day’s misfortunes, he thought it was best to 
pursue. The women and the child were clearly best 
out of the iray. ‘‘And you too, my boy, must be on 
duty with them 'until I send for you, which I will do 
if your presence can be of the least service to me, or 
is called for by' — by — 'our honour,” said the old 
man with a drop in Ms voice. “Yoti must obey me 
in 'this, dear 'Clive, as you have done in everything, 
and been a good and dear, and obedient son to me. 
God pardon me for having trusted to my own simple 
old brains too much, and not to you who know so 
much better. Ton will obey me this once more, my boy 
— you will promise me this,” and the old man as- he spoke 
took Clive’s hand in both Ms, and fondly caressed it. 

Then with a shaking hand be took out of his pocket 
,h|8„ ..old, purse with .the steel. rings,... .which, he .had, worn. .. 
for many and many a long year. Clive remembered it, 
and Mil father’s ■ face how it would beam^ With delight, 
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when lie used to take that Teiy purse out in .Clive’s 
koyisli days and tip kirn just after he left seliooL 
*^Hore are some notes and some gold,”, he said. 
is Rosey’s, honestly, Clive dear, her half-year’s divi- 
dend for which you will give an order, please, to 
Sherri ck. He has been very Mnd and good, Sherrick' 
All tlie servants were proiddentialiy paid last w^eek — 
there are only the outstanding week’s hills out — > we 
^shail manage to meet those I dare say. And you will 
'see that Bosey only takes away such clothes for her- 
self and her baby as are actually necessary, won’t 
you, dear? the plain things you know — > none of the 
hiieries — they may be packed in a petara or two, 
and you will take them with you — hut the pomps 
and vanities, you know, we will leave behind the 
pearls and bracelets, and the plate, and all that rub- 
bish — and I will make an inventory of them to- 
morrow when you are gone and give them up, every 
rupee’s worth, Sir, every ana, by Jove, to the creditors.” 

The darkness had fallen by this .time, and the ob- 
secpiious butler entered to light the dining-room lamps. 
^^You have been a very good and kind servant to us, 
Martin,” says the Colonel, making Mm a low bow, ‘T 
should like to shake you by 'the hand. We must part 
company now, and I have no doubt, you and your 
fellow-servants will find good places, all of you, as 
you merit, Martin — as you merit; ' ■ ’Great losses have 
fallen upon our family — we are ruined, Sir, we 
are ruined! The great Bund.elcund Banking Company 
has stopped payment In India,, and ,our branch 'here 
must stop on Monday. Thank my friends down stairs 
for their . kindness to me and my -■’family.” Martin 
bowed in sience- with great respect. He and Ms com- 
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rades ia the servants’ liall liad been expecting this 
catastrophe , quite as long as tlie Colonel Mmself, 
who thonglit he had kept Ms affairs so profomidlj^ secret. 

Clive went \tp into Hs women’s apartments, looking 
with but little regret, I dare say, round those cheer- 
less nuptial €hamhers_ with ali^ their gaudy fittings; 
the fine looking-glasses, in which poor Roscy’s little 
person had been reieetecl; the silken curtains under 
w'bicli he had lain by the poor child’s side, %vakeM 
and lonely. Here he found his chiidk nurse, and Ms- 
wife .and Ms wife’s mother, busily engaged with a 
multiplicity of boxes; with fionnces, feathers, faWals, 
and finery which they were stowing away in this trank 
and that; while the baby lay its little pink pillow 
breathing softly, a little pearly fist placed close to its 
mouth. The aspect of the tawdry vanities scattered 
hero and there, chafed and annoyed the young man. 
He kicked the robes over with his foot. When Mrs. 
Mackenisie interposed with loud ejaculations, he sternly 
bade her to be, silent, and not wake the child, ffis ' 
.words were not, to be questioned when lie spoke in 
that manner. “You will take nothing with you, Hosey, 
but what is stiietly necessary — only two or three of 
your plainest dresses, and what is required for the 
boy. What Is in this trunk?” Mrs. Mackenzie stepped 
forward and declared, and the nurse vowed upon her 
honour, and the lady’s maid asserted really now upon 
her honour too , that there was nothing but w^hat was most 
strictly necessary in that trunk, to which affidavits,- when 
Clive applied to Ms wife^ she gave a rather timid assent 

“Where are the keys of that trunk?” Upon Mrs. 
'/Mackenzie’s exclamation of “What nonsense!” Clive, 
putting Ms foot upon the flimsy oil coveredUbox, vowed 
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ie would kick the lid off unless it was instantly opened. 
Obeying’ tMs grim summons,- the Unttering mmmen pro- 
duced the keys, and the black box was opened before iiim. 

The box was found to contain a number of objects 
which Clive pronounced to be by no means necessary 
to Ms wife's and child s existence. Trinket boxes and 
■favourite little gim-craeks ^ chains, rings, and pearl 
necklaces, the tiara poor liosey had worn at court -- 
^tiie feathers and the gorgeous train which had de- 
corated tlie little person — all these ^vere found packed 
away in this one receptacle; and in another box, I am 
sorry to say, were silver, forks and spoons, (the butler 
wisely judging that the rich and splendid electrotype 
ware might as well be left behind) — all the silver 
forks, spoons, and ladles, and our poor old friend the 
■cocoa-nut tree, which these female robbers would have 
carried out of the premises. 

Mr. Clive Newcome burst out into. fierce laughter 
when he saw the cocoa-nut tree; he laughed so loud 
that baby woke, and his mother-in-law called him a 
brute, and the ninse ran to give its accustomed quietus 
to the little screaming infant. Eosey’s eyes poured 
forth a torrent of little protests, and she would have 
cried yet more loudly than the other baby, had not 
her husband, again fiercely checking her, sworn with a 
dreadful oath, that unless she told him the whole 
truth, ^‘By heavens she should leave the house with 
aotMng but what covered her.” Even the Campaigner 
could not make head against Clive’s stern resolution; and 
the incipient insurrection of the maids and the mistresses 
was quelled by his spirit. The lady’s maid, a flighty 
creature, received her wages andTook'her leave: but 
tie nurse *’eould not find it in her heart to quit her 



little ntii^sliag so suddealyj and accompanied Clive’s 
iionseliold in tie journey upon wliicli those poor folks 
were bonnd» _W!iat stolen goods were finally dis- 
covered when ' the family reached foreign parts were 
found in Mrs. Mackenzie’s trunks, not in her daugh- 
ter’s; a silver filligree basket, a few tea-spoons, baby’s 
gold coral, and a costly crimson Telvet-boiind copy of 
the Hon- Miss Grimstone’s Church Service, to which 
articles, having thus appropriated them, Mrs. Mackenzie 
henceforward laid claim as her own. 

So when the packing was done a cah w'as called 
to receive the modest trunks of this fugitive family — 
the coachman was bidden to put his horses to again, 
and for the last 'time poor Eosey Hewcome sate in her 
own^ carriage to which the Colonel conducted her with 
his courtly old bow, kissing the baby as it slept once 
more unconscious in its nurse’s embrace, and bestowing a 
very grave and polite parting salute upon the Campaigner. 

Then Clive and his father entered a cab on which 
the trunks were borne, and they^ drove to the Tower 
Stairs, where 'the ship lay which, was to convey them 
out of England; and during that journey, no doubt, 
tlicy talked over their altered prospects, and I am sure 
Clive’s father blessed his son fondly, and committed 
him and his family to a good God’s gracious keeping, 
and* thought of him with sacred love when they had 
parted, and Thomas Kewcome had returned to his 
lonely house to watch and to think of Ms ruined 
fortunes, and to pray that he might have courage 
under them; that he might bear Ms own fate 
honourably; and that a gentle one might be dealt 
to those beloved beings for whom his life had been 
sacrificed in vain. ^ 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 


BcHsaniis. 

Wheh tie sale of Colonel Hewcome’s effects took 
place, a friend of tie family bonglit in, for a few 
shillings, those two swords -which had hnng, as we 
Laye Siiid, in the good man’s chamber, and for which 
no single broker present had the heart to bid. The 
head of Clive’s father, painted by himself, which had 
always kept its place in the young man’s studio, 
together with a lot of Ms oil sketchings, easels and 
painting apparatus, were purchased by the faithM 
J. X, who kept them until Ms -friend, should 'return 
to London and reclaim them, and who showed the 
most generous solicitude in Clive’s behalf. ' J. J. was 
elected of the Royal Academy this year, and Clive, 
it ivas evident, was working hard at the profession 
w-Mch he had abvays loved j for he sent over three 
pictures to the Academy, and I never knew man more 
mortified than the affectionate J. J., when two of 
these unlucky pieces were rejected by the committee 
for the year. ' One pretty little piece, called '“The 
Stranded 'Boat 5’^ got a fair place on the Exhibition 
walls, and, you may be sure, was loudly praised by 
a certain 'critic in the ‘Tall Mall Gazette.” The 
picture was sold on the first day of the exhibition 
at the price of ■ twenty-five pounds, which the artist 
demanded; and, when the kind X- J. wrote, to inforni 
his friend of this satisfactory circumstance, and to say 
that he md the money at Olive’s disposal, the latter 
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replied, witii raanj expressions of sincere gratitude^ 
at tiie same time begging Mm directly to forward tlie 
money, witb onr old friend Tliomas Newcome’s love, 
to Mrs. 'Sarab Mason, at Newcome. But J, J. never 
informed Ms Mend that be bimself was tlie pnrebaser 
of tlie picture 5 nor was Clive made acquainted witli 
tlie fact until some time afterwards, wlien^be found it 
banging in Bidley’s studio. 

I liave said that we none of us were aware at tMs 
time what was the real state of Colonel Heweome’s' 
hnances, and hoped that, after giving up every shilling 
of Ms property which was confiscated to the creditors 
of the Bank, he had still, from Ms retiring pension 
and military allowances, at least enough reputably to 
■inaiMain Mm. On one occasion, having business in 
the City, I there met Mr. Sherri ck.' Affairs had been 
going ill with that gentleman — he had been let in 
terribly, he informed me, by Lord Levant’s insolvency 
— having had large money transactions with Ms 
lordship. There’s none of them so good as old 
Newcome,” Mr. Sherrick said %vith a sigh; “that was 
a good one — that was an honest man if ever I saw- 
one — with no more guile, and no more idea of 
business than a' baby. Why didn’t he take my advice, 
poor old cove? — he might be comfortable now. Why 
did he sell away that annuity, Mr. Fendennis? I got 
it done for Mm when nobody else perhaps could have 
got It done for Mm — for the security ain’t worth 
twopence if Neweome wasn’t an honest man; — but 
I kno-w he is, and would rather starve and eat the 
nails off his fingers than not keep to his word, the 
old trump. And when he came to me, a good two 
months before the smash of the Bank, which I knew 



THE NEWCOMBS, 


It, Sir, and saw that it must come — when lie came 
and raised three ihotisand pounds to meet them d-— -cl 
electioneering bills, baying to paj lawyers, cominisslon, 
premium, lifednsiiraiice • — you know tlie whole I game, 
SIi% P. — I as good as went down on my knees to 
him'- — I did — ■ at the North and South American 
Coffee-house, where he was to meet the party about 
the money, and said, ‘Colonel, don’t raise it — I tell 
you, let it stand over — let it go in along with the 
bankruptcy that’s a-comiug’ — but he wouldn’t, Sir — 
he went on like an old Bengal tiger, roaring about his 
honour; he paid the bills every shilling — infernal 
long bills they were — and it’s my belief that, at this 
minute, he ain’t got fifty pounds a year of Ms own to 
spend. -I would send Mm back my commission — 
I would by Jove ~ only times is so bad, and that 
rascal Levant has let me in. It', went to mj heart to 
take the old cock’s money but it ’s gone — that and 
ever so much more — 'and Lady WMttlesea’s chapel 
too, Sir. P. Hang that young Levant.” 

Squeezing my hand after this speech, Shenick ran 
across the street after some other capitalist who w'as 
entering the Diddlesex Insurance Office, and left me 
very much grieved and dismayed at finding that mj 
worst fears In regard to Thomas Newcome were' con- 
firmed. Should we confer with Ms wealthy family 
respecting the Colonel’s impoverished condition? Was 
Ms brother ‘Hobson Newcome aware, of it? As for 
Sir Barnes, the quarrel between Mm and Ms uncle 
had been too fierce tO admit of hopes of relief from 
that quarter. Barnes had been put to very heavy 
expenses in the first contested -election; had come 
forward again immediately on Ms uncle’s resignation^, 
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but again bad been beaten by a more liberal can* 
didate, Ms quondam, former friend, Mr* Higg — wbo 
formally declared against Sir Barnes — and wbo drove 
bim finally out of tbe representation of Heweome* 
Prom this gentleman it was vain of course for Colonel 
Newcomers friends to expect relief. 

How to 'aid him? He was proud — past work — 
nearly seventy years old* “Oh, why did those cruel 
academicians refuse Clive’s pictures?” cries Laura* 
“I have no patience with them — had the pictures' 
been exhibited I know who might have bought them — 
but that is vain now. He would suspect at once, and 
send her money away. Oh, Pen! ivhy, why didn’t 
be come when I wrote that letter to Brussels?” 

’ Prom persons so poorly endowed with money as 
ourselves, any help, but of the merest temporary 
nature, was ont of the question. We knew onr friends 
too well not to know that they would disdain to receive 
it It was agreed between me and Laura that at any 
rate I should go and see Clive. Onr friends indeed 
w^ere at a very short distance from ns, and, having 
exiled themselves from England, could yet see its 
coasts from ■ their windows upon any clear day. 
Boulogne was tibeir present abiding place — refuge 
of how many thousands of other unfortunate Britons 
— and to this friendly port I betook myself speedily, 
having the address of Colonel ISTewcome. His quarters 
were in a quiet grass- grovm old street of the Old Town. 
Pi one of the family were at home when I called. 
There w-as indeed no servant 4o answer the bell, but 
the good-natured Preach domestic of a neighbouring 
lodger 'told^ me that the young Monsieur went out 
ievery .,day to^make his designs, and that I should 
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froBably fiad the elder geatle-maa mpoa the rampart, 
where he was in the custom of going every day* 
I strolled along hy those pretty old walks and bastions, 
xiiider the pleasant trees wliich shadow them, and the 
gray old gabled houses from which you look down 
upon the gay new city, and the busy port, and the 
piers stretching into the shining sea, dotted with a 
hundred white sails or black smoking steamers, and 
bounded by the friendly lines of the bright Eiiglisli 
shore. There are few prospects more charming than 
the familiar view from those old French walls — few 
places where young children may play, and riiminating 
old age repose more pleasantly than on those peaceful 
rampart gardens. 

I found o'ur dear old friend seated on one of the 
benches, a newspaper on Ms knees, and by his* side 
a red-cheeked little French lass,' upon whose lap 
Thomas Mewcome the younger laj' sleeping* ' The 
Colonel'S face flushed up xvhen he saw me. As he 
advanced a step or two towards me I could see that 
he trembled in his walk. His hair had grown almost 
quite white* He looked now to be more than his 
age — he whose carriage last year had been so erect, 
whose flgiira had been so straight and manly. I was 
very much moved at meeting 'him, and at seeing the 
sad traces which pain and grief had left in the coun- 
tenance of the dear old man. 

*‘So you are come to see me, my good young 
friend,” cried the Colonel' with a trembling voice* 
**It is' very, very kiryi of you. Is, not this a pretty 
drawing room to receive our friends in? We have 
not many of them now; Boy and I 'come and sit here 
for houis^ every day. Hasn’t ' he grown a fine hoy? 
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He can saj several words now, Sir, 'and can walk 
siirprisinglj well Soon Be will be able to walk with 
Ills grandfatber, ■ and tben Marie will not Bave tbe 
trouble to waif .upon eltlier of ns.'’ He repeated tBis 
sentiment in Mb prettj old Frencli, and turning witli 
a bow to Marie. TBe girl said Monsieur knew very 
well that sBe did not desire better timn to come out 
mtb^baby; tBatrit was better tlian staying at Borne, 
pardieu; and, tbe clock striking at this moment, she 
rose up with ber eblld, crying ont that it was time to 
return, or Madame would scold, 

Mackenzie bas ratlier a short temper,” tbe 
Colonel said witb a gentle smile, ^^Poor thing , she 
Bas Bad a great deal to bear in consequence, Pen, of 
My Imprudeneei I am glad you never took shares 
in our bank, I should not be so glad to see you as 
I am now,' if I bad brought losses upon you as I 
Bave upon so many of my friends.” I, for my part, 
trembled to^ Bear that the good old man was under 
the domination of the Campaigner. 

“Bay ham sends me the paper regularly, he is a 
very kind faithful creature. How gkd I am 'that he 
Bas got a -snug -Berth in tbe City! His company 
really prospers y'- 1 am happy to think, unlike some 
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deai% dear old friend I said in great emo- 
tion » yon will do me tlie kindness to take mj 
Obolns or to use mj services in any way, yon 'wHI 
give me more pleasure tkaa ever I liad from yotir 
generous bounties in old days. Look, Sir, I wear tlie 
watcli wMcIi yon gave me wken yon went to India. 
Did yon not tell me tlien to look over Clive and 
serve iiim if I could? Can’t I serve him now?” and 
I went on further in this strain, asseverating with 
great warmth and truth that my wife’s affection and 
my own were most sincere for both of them, and 
that onr pride would be to be able to help such dear 
friends.'' 

The Colonel said I had a good heart, and niy 
wife had, though — though ^ — he did not ffnish this 
sentence, but I could interpret it without need of Its 
completion. My wife and the two ladies of Colonel 
Mewcome’s family never could be friends, however 
much my poor Laura tried to he intimate with these 
women. Her very efforts at intimacy caused a frigid- 
ity and hauteur which Laura could not overcome. 
Little Eosey and her mother set us down as two 
aristocratic personages, nor for our parts were we 
very much disturbed at this opinion of the Campaigner 
and little Bosa. 

I talked with the Colonel for half an hour or more 
about his affairs, which indeed were very gloomy, 
and Clive’s prospects, of which he strove to present 
as cheering a view as possible. He was obliged to 
conffrm. the news which Sherrick had given me, and 
to own, in fact, that all his pension was swallowed 
up by a payment of Interest and life insurance for 
sums wMoh he had been compelled to borrow. How 
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could be do otlierwise tliaii meet Ids engagements? 
Tliank God,.. lie Bad Clive’s fall approval for what Be 
lad done — Bad eommanicated tie circamstance to 
Bis son almost, ^immediately after it took place, and 
that was ^ .a ■ cem^rt to him — an imniense comfort. 
*‘'For the trSMeh are very angry,” said the poor Co- 
lone!, ^‘yoH see they do not iiiiderstaiid the laws of 
honour, at least as we understand them: and perhaps 
I was wrong in hiding the truth as I certainly did 
from Mrs, Mackenzie, hut I acted for the best — I 
hoped against hope that some chance might turn in 
our favour.- God knows, I had a hard task enough 
in wearing. a cheerM face for months, and in follow- 
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mmmon stock. It is I wlio kata made away with 
every sliilliiig of Eosey’s 17,000^.,, -God help me, and 
with loOOI. of her mother’s. They' put their little 
means together, ' and they keep -ns — .me ami Clive, 
What can' we do for a living? Great 0od| What can 
we^ do? Why, I am so useless ' that -even when my 
poor boy earned 25L for his picture', I felt we were 
bouiicl to send it to Sarah Mason, and yon may fancy 
^wlieii this came to Mrs. Mackensiie’s ears, what a lite 
my boy and I led. I have never spoken of these 
things to any mortal soul — I even don’t speak of 
them with Clive — but seeing your kind honest face 
has made me talk — you must pardon my garrulity 
“ I am growing old, Arthur. This poverty and thes^ 
q_iiarrels have beaten my spirit down *— ■ there, I shall 
talk on this subject no more. I wish, Sir, I could ask 
you' to dine with us, but” — and here he smiled ™ 
'‘*we must get the leave of the higher 'powers,” 

I was determined in spite of prohibitions and 
Campaigners to see my old friend Clive, and insisted 
on walking back with the Colonel to his lodgings, at 
the door of which we met Mrs. Mackenasie and her 
daughter. Eosa blushed tip a little.— looked at her 
mamma — and then greeted me with a hand' and a 
curtsey. 'The Campaigner also saluted me in a ma- 
jestic but amicable manner, made no • objection even 
to ■ my ■ entering her apartments and seeing the condition 
fo^ which were reduced: this phrase was uttered 
with particular emphasis and' a significant look to- 
wards the Colonel , wlio bowed Ms ■ meek head anil 
preceded me into the lodgings wMeh were in truth 
very '‘homely, pretty and comfortable. The Cam- 
paigner ww an excellent manager — restless, botlier- 
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lug, bmsMng perpetually, Sncli fugitive gim-craeks 
as tkej had brought away witli them decorated the 
little salon. Mrs. Mackenzie , who took the entire 
eommand, even pressed me to dine and partake, if so 
fasHonable a gentleman would condescend to partake, 
of a bumble exile’s fare. No fare was perhaps very 
pleasant to me in company with that woman, but I 
wanted to see my dear old Clive, and gladly accepted 
his voluble mother-inlaw’s not disinterested hospi- 
tality. She beckoned the Colonel aside; whispered tO' 
him, pirtting something into his hand; on which he 
took his hat and went away. Then Eosay was ^dis- 
missed upon some other pretext, and I had the felicity 
to be left alone with Mrs. Captain Mackenzie, 

She instantly improved the occasion; and with 
great eagerness and volubility entered into her state- 
ment of the present affairs and position of this unfor- 
tunate family. She described darling Eosey’s delicate 
state, thing — nursed with tenderness and in 

the lap of luxury — brought up with every delicacy 
and the fondest mother — never knowing in the least 
how to take care of herself, and likely to fall down 
and perish unless the kind Campaigner were by to 
prop and protect her. She was in delicate health — 
very delicate — ordered cod liver oil by the doctor. 
Heaven knows how he could be paid for those ex- 
pensive medicines out of the pittance to which the im- 
prudence — the most culpable and designing im- 
prudence^ and extravagance^ and foilg of Colonel New- 
<jome had reduced them! Looking out from the 
'window as she spoke I saw ~ we both saw ■ — the 
dear old gentleman sadly advancing towards the 
.'house,, a parcel in Ms hand. Seeing h|s near ap- 



Ixow to keep better tkan some folI?:s — aacl tliat If, as 
no doubt was nay mteatlon — for 'with what other 
hut a chaxitable ¥iew could I have come to see 
them ~ and most generous and noble was it of you 
to come, and I always thought it of you, Mr. Pen- 
cleiinis, whatever otkei* people said to. the conti-ary* 
If I proposed to give them relief, which was most 
needful - and for which a mother*’ s Messings would 
follow me let it be to her, the Campaigner, that 
my loan should be confided ^ for as for the Colonel,, 
he is not fit to be trusted with a shilling, and has 
already fiung away immmise sums upon some old 
woman he keeps in the country, leaving his darling 
lioaey without the actual necessaries of life. 

The woman’s greed and rapacity — the fiatterj^ 
with ‘^vhich she chose to belabour me at dinner, so 
choked and disgusted me, that I could hardly swallow 
the meal, though my poor old friend had been sent 
out to purchase a patd from the pastiy-cook’s for my 
especial refection, Clive was not at the dinner. He 
seldom returned till late at night on sketching days. 
Neither his wife nor Ms motherdn-law seemed much 
to miss him; and seeing that the Campaigner en- 
grossed the entire share of the conversation, and 
proposed not to leave me for five minutes alone with 
the Colonel , I took ieav^ rather speedily -of my enter- 
tainers, leaving a message for Clive, and a prayer 
that he would come and see me at mv hotel. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

In which Belisariiis retonis from exile. 

I WAS sitting in the dusk in iiiy room at the Hotel 
lies Bains, when the visitor for wliom I hoped, made 
Ms appearance in the person of Clive, with liLs broad 
shoulders, and broad hat, and a shaggy beard, which 
ho had thought fit in his quality of painter to assume. 
Our greeting it need not be said was warm; and our 
talk, which extended far into the night, very friendly 
and confidential. If I make my readers confidants in 
Sir. Clive’s private affairs, I ask my frieuers pardon for 
narrating his history in their behoof. The world had 
gone very ill mtli my poor Clive, and I do not think 
that the pecuniary losses which had visited him and 
his father afflicted him near so sorely as the state of his 
home. In a pique with the woman he loved, and from 
that generous weakness which formed part of his cha- 
racter, and which led him to acquiesce in most wishes 
of his good father, the young man had gratified the 
darling desire of the Colonel’s heart, and taken the 
wife whom his two old friends brought.to him. Eosoy, 
wlio was also, as we have shown, of a very obedieni 
and ductile nature, had acquiesced gladly enough in 
her mamma’s opinion, that she was in love with the 
rich and handsome young Clive, and accepted him for 
better or worse. So undoubtedly would this good child 
have accepted Captain Hoby her previous adorer, have 
smilingly promised fidelity to the Captain at church, 
and have made a very good , happy, and sufficient little 
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wife for that officer , — liad aot mamima commanded 
her to jilt. him. What woader that these elders should 
wis'fi to see their two dear young ones united? They 
hegau with suitable age, money, good temper, and 
parent’s blessings. It is not the first time that %dth all 
these excellent helps to prosperity and happiness, a 
marriage has turned out unfortunately — a pretty, 
tight fillip gone to WTCck that set forth on its voyage 
with cheers from the shore, and every prospect of fair 
‘Wind and fine w^'eather. 

We have before quoted poor Clive’s simile of the 
shoes with wiiicli his good old father provided him — 
as pretty a little pair of shoes as need be — only they 
did not fit the wearer. If they pinched Mm. at first, 
how they blistered and tortured him now! If Clive 
was gloomy and discontented ' even when the honey- 
moon had scarce waned, and he and Ms' family sat at 
home in State and splendour under the boughs of the 
famous silver cocoa-nut tree; what was the young man’s 
condition now in poverty, when they had no love along 
with a scant dinner of herbs; ’when his mother-in-law 
grudged each morsel which Ms poor* old father ate “ 
when'-^'^a'"" coarse-minded woman pursued" with 

brutal sarcasm and deadly rancour one ■ of the tenderest 
and noblest gentlemen in the world — when an ailing 
wife, always under some one’s ^domination, received 
him with helpless' hysterical cries and reproaches 
when a coarse female tyrant, stupid, obstinate, utterly 
unable to comprehend the son’s kindly genius, or the 
father’s gentle spirit, Imllied over, both, ^ using the in- 
tolerable undeniable advantage which her actual wrongs 
gave, her to tyrannize over, these’ two 'wretched men! 
He had never heard the last of that money which they 
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liad sent to Mrs. Mason, Clive said. When the know- 
ledge of the fact came to the Campaigner’s ears, she 
raised sneh a storm as almost killed the poor Colonel, 
and drove his son haM mad. She seized the howling 
infant, vowing that its unnatural father and grand- 
father were bent upon starving it — she consoled and 
sent Bosey into hysterics — she took the outlawed 
paison to whose church they went, and the choice 
society of bankrupt captains, captain’s ladies, fugitive 
stock-broker’s wives, and dingy freq^uenters of billiard- ' 
rooms, and refugees from the Bench, into her councils; 
and in her daily visits amongst these personages, and 
her walks on the pier, whither she trudged with poor 
Bosey in her train, Mrs. Mackenzie made known her 
q'to wrongs and her daughter's — showed how the 
Colonel, having robbed and cheated them previously, 
was now living upon them, in so much that Mrs. Bolter, 
the levanting auctioneer’s wife, would not make the 
poor old man a bow when she met him — that Mrs. 
Captain Kitely, whose husband had lain for seven years 
past in Boulogne gaol, ordered her son to cut Clive; 
and when, the child being sick, the poor old Colonel 
went for arrowroot to the chemist’s, young Snooks, the 
apothecary’s assistant, refused to allow him to take 
the powder away without previously depositing the 
money. 

He had no money, Thomas Newcome. He gave up 
every farthing. After having impoverished all around 
him, he had no right, he said, to touch a sixpence 
of the wretched pittance remaisang to them — * he had 
even given up his cigar, the poor old man, the com- 
panion and comforter of forty years. He was “not fit 
to, be trusted wi& money," Mrs. Mackenzie^ said, and 
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eJglit.jws was to„,be,tlie .close .of a. life wMeli.liacI 
been spent in freedom and splendour, and kmclness 
and bonour; this the reward of the noblest heart that 
ever beat — the tomb and prison of a gallant warrior 
,who had ridden in twenty battles — - whose coitrse 
through life had been a bounty wherever it had passed 
— whose name had been followed by blessings, and 
whose career was to end here — here — in a mean 
room, in a mean alley of a foreign town — a low 
furious woman standing over him and stabbing the 
kind defenceless heart with killing insult and daily 
outage! 

As we sat together in the dark, Clive told me this 
wretched story, 'which was wrung from him with a 
passionate emotion that I could not but keenly share. 
He wondered the old man lived, Clive said. Some 
of the women’s taunts and jibes, as he could see, struck 
his father so that he gasped and started back as if some 
one had lashed him with a whip. “He would make 
away with himself,” said poor Clive, “but he deems 
this is his punishment, and that he must bear it as 
long as it pleases God. He does not 'care for Ms own. 
losses, as far as they concern Mmseif; but these re- 
proaches of Mrs. Mackemsie, and some tHngs which 
were said to him in the Bankruptcy Court, by one or 
two widows of old friends, who were induced through 
his representations to take shares In that Infernal Bank, 
have’ affected him dreadfully. I hear Mm lying awake 
and groaning, at night, God bless Mm, Great God! 
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wliat .can I do — wliat caa I do?’* Inirst out the young 
man in a dreadfai paroxysm of grief. have tried 
to get lessoas ■ — > I went to London on the deck of a 
steamer, and took a lot of dramiigs with me — tried 
picture dealers — pawnbrokers — Jews — Moss, whom 
yon may remember at G-andish’s, and who gave mo, 
for forty-two drawings, 18L I brought the money back 
to Boulogne. It was enongh to pay the doctor, and 
hnry onr last poor little dead baby. Tencz^ Pen, yon 
must give me some supper, I have had nothing all day 
but a pain de deuas sous^ I can’t stand it at home. — 
My heart’s almost broken — yon mnst give me some 
money, Pen, old boy. I know yon will. I thought 
of writing to yon, but I wanted to support myself, 
yon* see. When I went to London with the drawings 
I tried George’s chambers, but he was in the country. 
I saw Crackthorpe on the street, in Oxford-street, hut 
I could not face him, and bolted down Hanway-yard. 
I tried, and I could not ask him, and I got the 18L 
from Moss that day, and came home wdth it” 

Give him money? of course I would give him money 
my dear old friend! And, as an alterative and a 
wholesome shock to check that burst of passion and 
grief in which the poor fellow indulged, I thought fit 
to break into a very fierce and angry invective on my 
own part, which served to disguise "the extreme feeling 
of pain and pity that I did not somehow choose to 
exhibit, I rated Clive soundly, and taxed him with 
unfriendliness and ingratitude for not having sooner 
applied to friends who would! think shame of them- 
selves^ whilst he was in need. WTiatever he wanted 
was hm as much as mine. I could not understand how 
■Ihe-neeessffcy of the family 'should, iu truth, be' so"'ex-" 
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treme as lie described it, for after all many a poor 
family li%"ed upon very mueb less; but I uttered none 
of tliese objections, ciiecking them mtb tlie tliouglit 
tliat Clive, on Ills first arrivai at Boulogne, entirely 
ignorant of tlie practice of economy, migbt have ini- 
prudently engaged in expenses wMeli bad reduced biro 
to tliis present destitution.^' 

I took tlie liberty of asldng about debts, and of tliese 
Clive gave me to understand there were none — at 
least none of bis, or bis father’s contracting. “If we 
were too proud to borrow, and I think we were wrong, 
Pen, my dear old boy — I think we were wrong now 
— at least, we were too proud to ov’e. My colour- 
man takes his hill out in drawings, and I think owes 
me a trifle. He got me some lessons at fifty sous a 
ticket — a pound the ten — from an economical swell 
•who has taken a chateau here, and has two flunkies in 
livery. He has four daughters, who take advantage 
of the lessons, and screws ten per cent, upon the poor 
colourman’s pencils and drawing paper. It’s pleasant 
work to give the lessons to the children*, and to be 
patronized by the swell; and not expensive to him, is 
it, Pen? But I don’t mind that, if I could but get 
lessons enough: for, you see, besides our expenses 
here, we must have some more money, and the dear 
old governor ^vould die outright if poor old Sarah Ma- 
son did not get her 50/. a-year. ‘ , 

And now there arrived a plentiful supper, and a 
bottle of good wine, of which the giver was not sorry 
to partake after the meagre dinner at three o’clock, to 

* , 1 did not know at the time that Mrs. Mackemsic had taken entire 
sHperintendencG of the family treasury — and that tliis exenipUry woman 
was pattin^r away , as she had done previously, sundry little sums to meet 

rainy days, m 
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winch I had been invited by the Campaigner; and it 
was midnight when I walked back with my friend to 
his hoMe in the upper town; and all the stars of heaven 
wei-e shining cheerily; and my dear Clive’s face wore an 
expression of happiness, such asirememberedin old days 
as we shook hands and parted with a “God bless you.’’ 

_ lo Olives friend, revolving these things in his 
mind, as he lay in one of tliose most snug and com- 
fortable beds at the excellent Hotel des Bains, it ap- 
peared that this town of Boulogne w'as a very bad' 
market for the artist’s talents; and that he had best 
bring them to London, where a score of old friends 
would assuredly be ready to help him. And if the 
Colonel, too, could be got away from the domination 
ot. the Campaigner, I felt certain that the dear old 
gentleman could but profit by his leave of absence. 
My wife and I at this time inhabited a spacious old 
house in Queen’s Square, Westminster, where there was 
plenty of room for father and son. I knew that Laura 
^ welcome these guests — may the 

wife of every worthy gentleman who reads these pages 
be as ready to receive her husband’s friends. — It was 
the state of Rosa’s health, and the Campaigner’s authority 
and pemission, about which I was in doubt, and whether 
slaves would be allowed to go away, 
lliese cogitations kept the present biogi-apher long 
awake, and he did not breakfast next day until an 
hour before noon. I had the coffee-room to myself 
by chance, and my meal was not yet ended when the 
waiter announced a lady to visit Mr. Pendennis, and 
sirs. Mackenzie made her appearance. Mo signs of 
sure or poverty were visible in the attire or coun- 
®nance of the buxom widow. A handsome bonnet 
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decorated witkE with a profusion of poppies, Mue- 
bells, and ears of corn; a jewel on her forehead, not 
costly, but splendid in appearance, and gMttering art- 
fully over that central spot from which her W 
chesnut hair parted to cluster in ringlets round her 
ample cheeks; a handsome India shawl, smart gloves, 
a rich silk di-ess, a neat parasol of blue with pale 
yellow ining a multiplicity of glittering rings and a 
^ very splendid gold watch and chain, which I remem- 
bered in former days as hanging round poor Eosey’s 
wkte neck; — all these adornments set off the widow’s 
person , so that you might have thought her a wealthy ca- 
pitalist’s lady, and never could have supposed that she was 
a poor, cheated, ruined, robbed, unfortunate Campaigner. 

_ Nothing could be more gracious than the aceuM 
this lady. She paid me many handsome compliments 
about my liteaty works — asked most affectionately 

tor dear Bfcs. Pendeums and the dear Children and 

then, as I expected, coming to business, contrasted 
the happiness and genteel position of my wife and 
family with the misery and wrongs of her own blessed 
child and grandson. She never could call that child 
by the odious name which he received at his baptism. 

/ knew what bitter reasons she had to dislike the 
name, of Thomas Mewcome, ’ , 

She again rapidly enumerated the wrongs she had 
received at the hands of that genfleman; mentioned the 
vast_ sums of money out of which she and her soul’s 
darling had been tricked by that poor muddle-headed 
creature, to say no worse of him; and described finally 
their present pressing need. The doctors, the burial, 
Rosey s delicate condition, the cost of sweet -breads, 
calFs-foot Jplly , and cod-liver oil, were again passed 
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ill a rapid calculation before me; and she ended Iier 
speech bj expressing iier gratification that I had at- 
tended to her advice of the previous day, and not 
given Clive Fewcome a direct loan; that the family 
wanted it, the Campaigner called upon heaven to wit- 
ness; that Clive and Ms absurd poor father would fiing 
guineas out of the window was a fact equally certain; 
the rest of the argument was obvious, namely, that 
Mr. Pendennis should administer a donation to herself. 

I had brought but a small sum of money in my 
pocket-book, though Mrs. Mackenzie, intimate with 
bankers, and having, thank heaven, in spite of all her 
misfortunes, the utmost confidence of all her tradesmen, 
Mated a perfect willingness on her part to accept an 
order upon her friends, Hobson Brothers of London. 

This direct tlirust I gently and smilingly parried 
by asking Mrs. Mackenzie whether she supposed a 
gentleman who had just paid an electioneering bill, 
and had, at the best of times, but a very small in- 
come, might sometimes not bo in a condition to draw 
satisfactorily upon Messrs. Hobson or any other ban- 
kers? Her countenance fell at this remark, nor was 
Iier cheerfulness much improved by the tender of one 
of the two bank notes which then happened to be 
in my possession. I said that I had a use for the 
remaining note, and that it would not be more than 
suMcient to pay my hotel bill, and the expenses of my 
party back to London. 

^ My party? I' had here to divulge, with some little 
trepidation, the plan which I^’had been making over 
night; to explain how I thought that Clive’s great 
talents were wasted at Boulogne, and could only find 
a proper market in London; how I was prejty certain, 
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tlirougli my connexion with booksellers, to find some 
advantageous employment for Mm, and would liave 
done so months ago bad I known the state of tbe 
case; but I bad believed, untE witbin a very few days 
since, that tbe Colonel, in spite of bis banfanptcy, was 
still in tbe enjoyment of considerable military pensions* 

This statement, of course, elicited from the widow 
a number of remarks not complimentary to my dear 
old Colonel* He might have kept bis pensions bad 
be not been a fool — be was a baby about money 
matters — misled himself and everybody — was a log 
ill tbe bouse, &c., &c., &c. 

I suggested that bis annuities might possibly be 
put into some more satisfactory shape ' — that I bad 
trustworthy lawyers witb whom I would put bim-^ii 
communication— that be bad best come to, London to see 
to these matters — and that my wife bad a large bouse 
wdiere she would most gladly entertain tbe two gentlemen. 

This I said wutb some reasonable dread — fearing, 
in tbe first place, ber refusal; in tbe second, ber ac- 
ceptance of tbe invitation witb a proposal, as our 
bouse was large, to come berself , and inhabit it for a 
wHIe. Had I not seen that Campaigner arrive for a 
month at poor James Binney’s bouse in Fiteroy Square, 
and stay there for many years? Was I not aware, 
that when she once set ber foot in a gentleman’s 
establishment, terrific battles must ensue before she 
could be dislodged? Had she not once, been routed by 
Clive? and was she nqt now in command and posses- 
sion? Do I not, finally, know something of the world; 
and have I not a weak, easy .temper? . I protest it 
was witb ' terror that I awaited tbe widow’s possible 
answer to "toy proposal. 
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To my great relief, sbe expressed tlie utmost ap- 
proval of both, my plans. I was uneominonly Mncl, 
sbe was sure, to interest myself about tbe two gentle- 
men , and for lier Messed Eosa’s sake, a fond motlier 
tlianked me. It was most advisable that Clive sboiild 
earn some money by tliat horrid profession wMcb be 
bad chosen to adopt — trade ^ she called it. She was 
clearly anxious to get rid both of father and son, ancl 
agreed that the sooner they went the better. 

We walked back arm in arm to the Coloners 
cpiarters in the old town, Mrs. Mackenzie, in the 
course of our vralk, doing me the honour to introduce 
me by name to several dingy acquaintances whom we 
met sauntering up the street, and imparting to me, m 
ea&h moved away, the pecuniary cause of his temporary 
residence in Boulogne. Spite of Eosey’s delicate state 
of health, Mi-s. Mackenzie did not hesitate to break the 
news to her of the gentlemen’s probable departure, 
abruptly and eagerly, as if the intelligence was likely 
to please her; — and it did, rather than otherwise. 
The young woman, being in the habit of letting 
mamma judge for her, continued it in this instance; 
and whether her husband stayed or went, seemed to 
be equally content or apathetic. “And is it not most 
kind and generous of dear Mr. and Mrs. Pendeiinis 
to propose to receive Mr. Fewcome and the Colonel?” 
This opportunity for giatitiide being pointed out to 
Eosey, she acquiesced in it straightway — it was yeiy 
Mud of me, Eosey was sure.^ “And, don’t you ask 
after dear Mrs. Pendennis ancl the dear children — ^ 
you poor dear suffering darling child?” Eosey, who 
had neglected this Inquiry, immediately hoped Mrs. 
Pendennis and >.the children ,wete well. i^^The over- 
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powering motlier liad taken niter posseision of tills 
poor liiiie tiling* Eosey’s eyes followed ilie • Cam- 
paigner about 5 and appealed to ber at all moments, 
Slie sat nnder Mrs. Mackenzie as a bird before a boa- 
constiictor, doomed — fluttering — fascinated — 
scared and fawning as a wldpt spaniel before a keeper. 

Tlie Colonel was on bis accustomed bench on tb<^ 
rampart at ibis simny liotir. I repaired tMtbei% and 
i.foiind the old gentlenmn seated by Ms grandBon^ W'bo 
lay, as yesterday, on the little bonne’s lap, one of Ms 
little pnrple bands closed ronnd tbe grandfatber’s 
linger, “Hnsli!’’ says tbe good man, lifting np bis 
other Anger to bis moiistaciie, as I approached, ^^Boy ’s 
asleep. II est bien joli <|nancl il dort, — ie Boy, Me|t- 
ee pas, Marie?” Tbe maid'belieFed. monsieur 
tbe boy wm a little angel “TMs 'inMd is a most 
trustworthy, valuable person, Pendennis,” tbe Colonel 
said, with much gravity* ’ , ’ 

Tbe boa- constrictor bad fascinated Mm,, too — tbe 
of that woman at home had cowed that helpless, 
gentle', noble spirit* As I looked at tbe bead so up- 
right and nmnly, now so beauiM and resigned — the 
year of^Ms past life seemed to -pass before me some- 
how ill a Hash of thought. ^ I could fancy the acetirscd 
tyranny' — the dumb aeijuieseence. — the brutal jeer 
— the helpless remorse the sleepless .nightB of pain 
and recollection — the gentle heart ■ lacerated with 
deadly stabs — and the impotent hope. T.own I 
burst into a sob at the Bight, and thought of tbe noble 
suffering creature, and Md my face, and turned away. 

He sprang tip, releasing-bls band foom' the ebilTs, 
and placing It, the kind, shaking hand on mj shoulder. 
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^‘Wlnat is it, Artliiir — my dear boy?’’ be' said, looking 
ivistfiilly in my face. bad nms from borne, my 

dear? Laura and tbe cbiidren well?” 

Tbe emotion was mastered in a moment, I put bis 
arm nnder mine, and as we slowly sauntered up and 
clown tbe sunny walk of tbe old rampart, I told bim 
bow I bad come with special commands from Laura 
to bring Mm for awbile to stay with us , and to settle 
bis business, wbicb I was sure bad been wofully mis- 
managed, and to see wbetber we could not find tbe- 
means of getting some little out of tbe wreck of tlie 
property for tbe boy yonder. 

At first Colonel Newcome would not hoar of {luit- 
li pg Boulogne where Rosey would miss bim • — be was 
sme she would want bim — but before tbe ladies of 
bis family, to w'bom we presently returned, Thomas 
Newcome’s resolution was quickly recalled. He agreed 
to go, and Clive coming in at this time was put in 
possession of our plan and gladly acquiesced in it. 
On that very evening I came vitb a carriage to con- 
duct my two friends to tbe steam -boat Tlielr little 
packets w'cre made and ready. There was no pretence 
of grief at parting on tbe women’s side, but Marie, 
tbe little maid,' with Boy in ber arms, cried sadlj; 
and Clive heartily embraced tlic child; and tbe Colonel 
going back to give it one more kiss, drew out of Ms 
neckcloth a little gold brooch which be wore, and 
wbieh, trembling, be put into Marie’s band, bidding 
her take good care of Boy till Ms retinn. 

“She is a good girl — a most faithful, attached girl, 
Arthur, do you see,” tbe kind old gentleman said ; “ and 1 
bad no money to give her — no, not one single rupee ” 
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In which Clive begins Ihc worhi. 

We are eiKliig our liistory, ami yet poor €11 ve U, 
but beginning tlic world. He lias 'to earn tlie breufl. 
wliicli iie eats Isencefortb; and, as I saw liis laboimu 
ills trials y and liis disappointmeuts, I could not but 
compare bis caliiag witli mj own. 

The drawbacks and penalties Jittendant upon oiii' 
profession are taken into full account j as we well 
know, by literary merij and tbeir friends. Our poverty^ 
Imrdsliipsj and disappointments are set fortli wltli 
enipliasis^ and often witli too great trntli by those wlio 
speak of us; but tkcre are adTantages'’beimigiug to 
our trade wliicb are passed OTer, I tHnk, by some of 
those wlio exercise it and describe it^ and for wbicli^ 
in striking the balance of our accounts, we are not al- 
ways duly tbankM. We Imve no patron, so to speak 
— we sit in ante-cbamberB no more,' w^aiting tlie pre- 
sent of a few guineas from my lord; in return for a 
fulsome dedicatioiL We sell . our .wares to tlie book 
purveyor, between wdiom and us there, is 'no greater 
obligation than between him and -Ms 'paper-maker or 
printer. In the great towns in' euir, country, Immense 
stores of books are provided for ns, with librarians to 
class them, kind attendants to wait .'upon us, and com- 
fortable appliances for^ study. We require scarce any 
capital wherewith to exercise our -trade. What other 
so called learned profession is equally 'fortunate? A 
doctor, for example, after carefully and expensively 
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returns are available? There are tlie costly charges 
of university education — the costly chambers in the 
Ina of court — ihe elerk and Ms maintenance — the 
inevitable travels on eireuit ■ — certain expenses all to 
be defrayed before .the possible client makes his ap- 
pearance $ and thc' chanee of fame or competency 
arises. The prices are greatj to be sure, in the law, 
biif what a prodigious sum the lottery ticket costs! If 
a man of letters cannot win, neither does he risk so 
much. Let -us speak of our trade as we iind it, and 
not be too eager in ealMng out for public compassion. 

The artists, -for the most part, do not cry out their 
woes as loudly as some gentlemen of the literary 
fraternity, and yet I think the life of many of them is 
harder*, their chances even more precarious, and the 
conditions of their profession less independent and 
agreeable than ours. I have watched — Smee, Esq., 
B.A., fiattering and fawning, and at the same time 
boasting and swaggering, poor fellow, in order to se- 
cure a sitter. -I have listened to a Manchester magnate 
talking about fine arts before one of J. J’s. pictures, 
assuming the airs of a painter'; and laying doiva the 
most absurd laws respecting the art. I have seen poor 
Tomkins bowing .a rich amateur tlirough a private 
and 'noted the eager smiles on Tomkips’ face at 
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t!i^ amateur's sliglitest joke^ tlie sicklj twinkle of liope 
111 Ills eyes as Amateur stopped before his own picture# 
I have been nsliered by Chipstone’s black semnt 
tlirougli hall after hall peopled with plaster gods and 
heroes, into Chipstone^s own magnificent studio, where 
he sat longing vainly for an order, and justly dreading 
his landlord's call for the rent ^ And, seeing how 
severely these gentlemen were taxed in their profession, 
I have been grateful for my own more fortunate one, 
which necessitates cringing to no patron; which calls 
lor no keeping up of appearances; and %vhich recpiires 
no stock in trade save the workman's industry; his 
best ability; and a dozen sheets of paper. 

Having to turn with all his might to his new pro* 
fession, Clive Neweome, one of the pi*oudest men 
chose to revolt and to be restive at almost every sta^e 
of his training. He had a natural genius for his art, 
and had accpiired in his desultory way a very. coubI-* 
derable skill. His drawing was better than his painting 
(an opinion wdiich, were my friend present, lie of course 
would utterly contradict); his designs and sketches 
were far superior to his finished compoBitions. His 
friends presuming to judge of this artist's (Qualifications, 
ventured to counsel him accordingly, and were thanked 
for their pains in the usual manner. We had in the 
, first place to bully and browbeat Clive' most fiercely, 
before he would take fitting lodgings for the execution 
of those designs which we had in view for him. “Why 
should I take expensive lodgings?” says Clive slapping 
his fist on the table, “I am a paup'er, 'and can scarcely 
afford to live in a garret. Why should you pay me for 
drawing your portrait and Laura's and the children? 
What the deuce does Warrington want with the effigy 

fhti ^ewcomes, iV, 18 
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of liis griBi old mug? You dou’t want iliem a bit — 
you only m^aut to give me money. It would bo mucb 
more lionest of me to'' take tbe money at once and owm 
tliat I am a beggar-, and I tell you wliat, Pea, tbe 
only money wMcb I feel I come lionestly by, is that 
wMcb is paid me fay a little priiitseller in Long Acre 
wlio buys my drawings, one witli another, at fourteen 
shillings a piece, and out of whom I can earn pretty 
nearly two kundred a~year. I am doing l^lail Coackes 
for kim, Sir, and ckarges of Cavalry; the public like 
ike Mail Coackes best — on a dark paper — tkc 
korses and milestones picked out wkite — yellow dust 
— cobalt distance, and the guard and coachman of 
course in ^^armillok; ' That ’s what a gentleman can 
*get kis bread by — Portraits, pook! it’s disguised 
b^gary. Cracktkorp, and a half dozen men of kis 
regiment came, like good fellows as they are, and 
sent me five pounds a-piece for tlieir heads, but I tell 
you I am ashamed to take the money.” Suck used to 
be the tenor of Clive Newcome’s conversation^ as he 
strode up and down our room after dinner, pulling kis 
moustache and dashing his long yellow* hair off his 
gaunt face. 

When Olive was inducted into the new lodgings at 
which his friends counselled kim to hang up his ensipi, 
the dear old Colonel accompanied his son, parting 
with a sincere regret from our little ones at home, to 
whom lie became greatly endeared during his visit to 
us , and who always hailed him when he came to see 
us with smiles and. caresses ^and sweet infantile wel- 
come. On that day when ke went away, Laura went 
'up and kissed' kim with tears in her eyes.' “You know 
: ''how long I have' been wanting to do it,” this lady said 
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to !icr litiBbaud, Indeed I eaniiot 'describe £lie be/* 
liavioiir of tiie old man during Ms staj'Witli us, ,liis 
gentle gTatitudej bis sweet simplicity and kindness, 'Ms 
tliouglitfiil courtesy. There was not 'a senrant In our 
little liouseboH but was eager to wait upon Jiiiin 
Laura’s maid was as tender hearted at his departure 
as her mlKStress. He irvas ailing for a short time, when 
our cook performed prodigies of puddings and jeliios 
to suit his palate. The youth w’ho held the offices of 
butler and valet in our establishment — a lassy and 
greedy youth wdioiu Martha scolded iu vain — w'oiild 
Jump up and leave his supper to carry a message to 
our CoioneL My heart is full as I remember the kind 
■words -^ffiich he said to me at parting, and as I think 
that %ve were the means of giving a little C5omfork.fo* 
that stricken and gentle soul’ 

Whilst the Colonel and his son stayed with' us, 
letters of course passed between Clive and his family 
at Boulogne, but rny •wife remarked that the receipt of 
those letters appeared to give our friend but little 
pleasure. They were read in a minute, and lie would 
toss them over to his father, or thrust them into las 
pocket with a gloomy face. Don’t you see,” groans 
out Clive to me ^ one evening, ^‘that Ebsa, scarcely 
■writes the letters,' or if she does, that her- mother Is 
standing over her? .That -womatt is the l^amesls' of 
our life, Pen. How can I pay her off? Great God! 
how can I pay her off?” And so having spoken, Ms 
head fell between his hands, and as I watched him I 
saw a ghastly domestic ’'picture before, me of helpless 
pain, humiliating discord, stupid tyranny.'-' , . 

What, J say again, are the so called great ills of 
life compared to these small ones? 
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Tlie Colonel aceompaiiiecl Clive to tlie lodgings 
wliich we had found for the young artist, in a quarter 
not far removed from the old house in Fitzroy Square, 
where some happy years of iiis youth had been spent 
When sitters came to Clive * — as at first they did in 
some numbers, many of Ms early friends being anxious 
to do him a service — the old gentleman was extra- 
ordinarily cheered and comforted* We could see by 
his face that affairs were going on well at the studio. 
He showed ns the rooms which Kosey and the boj'* 
were to occupy* He prattled to oior children and their 
mother, who was never tired of hearing him, about his 
grandson* He. filled up the future nursery with a hun- 
dred little fenicknacks of his own contriving; and with 
VunderM cheap bargains, which he bought in his 
walks about Tottenham Court Eoad. He pasted a 
most elaborate book of prints and sketches for Boy. 
It was astonishing wliat notice Boy already took of 
pictures. He would have all the genius of his father. 
Would he had had a better giandfatlier than the 
foolish old man, who had ruined all belonging to 
him! 

However much they like each other, men in the 
London wmrld see their friends but seldom. The place 
is so vast that even next door is distant; the calls of 
business, society, pleasure, so multifarious that mere 
friendship can get or give but an occasional shake of 
the hand in the hurried moments of passage. Men 
must live their lives; and are per force selfish, but not 
unfriendly. At a great need '"you know where to look 
for your friend, and he that he is secixre of you. So 
I went verx Howland Street, where Giive now 

lived: very -seldom to Lamb Court, where my dear old 
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Mmi Warrington still sate in his old dmnibers, 
tlioiigli o\ir meetings were none the less cordial when 
they occuiTcd, aiic! onr trust in one another always 
tlie same. Some folks say the world is heartless: lie 
ivho says so either prates common-places, (the most 
likely and charitable suggestion) or is^ heartless hlni- 
self, or is most singular and unfortunate in having 
made no friends. Many such a reasonable mortal 
cannot have: our nature, I think, not sufficing for that 
sort of polygamy. How many persons would you 
liave to deplore your death; or whose death would 
you wdsh to deplore? Could our hearts let in such a 
harem of dear friendships, the mere changes and re- 
currences of grief and mourning would be intolerable, 
and tax our lives beyond their valuer In a word, 
carry our own burthen in the world; push and struggle 
along on our own affairs; are pinched by our own 
shoes — though heaven forbid we shoxild not stop and 
forget onrselves sometimes, when a friend cries out in 
his distress, or we can help a poor stricken ■wanderer 
in his way. As for good women — these, my worthy 
reader, are different from us — the nature of these is 
to love, and to do kind offices, and devise untiring 
charities: — so, I would have you to know, that, 
though Mr. Pendennis was parcus momm eultor et 
Mrs* Laura found plenty of time to go 
from Westminster to Bloomsbury; and to pay visits to 
hex' Colonel and her Clive, both of whom she had got 
to' love with all her heax't again, now 'misfortune was 
on them; and both of whom returned' her kindness 
with an affection blessing the bestowmr and the re- 
ceiver; and making the husband proud and tliankful 
whose wifeAad earned such a noble regard. What is 
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tlie dearest praise of all to a man? Iiis own — or tliat 
you slionW love ttose wliom lie loves? I see Laura 
Pendennis ever constant and tender and pure; ever 
iiiimsteriiig in liet saerecl office of kindness — bestow- 
ing love and _ followed by blessings — wliicli wonlcl I 
have, tiiink yon ; that priceless crown bymenealj or tkc 
glory of a Tenth Edition? 

Clive and bis father bad found not only a model 
friend in tbe lady above mentioned, but a perfect, 
prize landlady in tbeir happy lodgings. In her house, 
besides those apartments which Mr. Newcome had ori- 
ginally engaged, were rooms just sufficient to accom- 
modate his wifOj.eliild, and servant, when they should 
come to him, with a very snug little upper-chamber 
fo/ the Colonel, close by Boy's nursery, where he 
liked best to be. “And if there is not room for the 
Campaigner, as you call her,” says Mrs. Laura, whh 
a shrug of her shoulders, “why I am very sorry, but 
Clive must try and bear her absence as well as pos- 
sible. After all, my dear Pen, you know he is mar- 
ried to Eosa and not to her mamma; and so, and so 
I think it will be quite best that they shall have their 
manage as before.” 

Tbe cheapness of the lodgings which the prize- 
landlady let, the quantity of neat new furniture which 
she put in, the consultations which she had with my 
vife regarding these supplies, were quite singular to 
ine. “Have you pawned yoixr diamonds, you reckless 
little -person, in order to supply all this upholstery?” 

Sir, I have not pawned my diamonds,” Mrs. 
Laura answers; and t was left to think (if I thought 
'on .the matter at all) that the’ landlady’s own* bene- 
voleiotce 'had provided' .these 'good things fo? Clive. For 
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tlie Wife of Laura’s kisbaiid was per force poor; anti 
slie asked mo for no more money at tliis time than at 
any other. 

At first, in, spite of liis gnimlbHng, Clive’s .affiiirs 
looked so prosperons, and so many sitters came to 
liim from amongst his old friends, that I was h«alf in- 
clined to believe with the Colonel and my wife, that 
lie was a prodigious genius, and that his good fortune 
.would go on increasing. Laura was for having Eosey 
return to her husband. Every wife ought to be with 
her husband, J, J. shook his head about the pros- 
perity. ‘^Let us see whether the Academy will have 
liis pictures this year, and wdiat a place they will give 
him,” said Eidley. To do him justice, Clive thought 
Far more humbly of his compositions than Eidley dfil. 
Not a little touching was it to us,, who had knowm the 
young men in former days, to see them in their 
changed positions. It was Eidley, whose genius and 
industry had put him in the rank of a patron — 
Eidley, the good industrious apprentice, who had won 
the prize of his art — and not one of his many ad- 
mirers saluted Ms talent and success with such a 
hearty recognition as Clive, whose generous soul knew 
no envy, and who always fired and kindled at the 
success of his friends. 

When Mr. Clive used to go over to Boulogne from 
time to time to pay his dutiful visits to his wife, the 
Colonel did not accompany his sou, but, during the 
latter’s' absence, would fjine with Mrs* Fendennis. 

Though the preparations were complete in How- 
land Street, and Clive dutifully went over to Boulogne, 
Mrs. Fendennis remarked that he seemed still to hesi- 
tate about bringing Ms wife to London* 
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men were not pamcuiariy anxious aooni me society 
of tlieir wires, and that tliis pair were perliaps better 
apart Upon wMcli Mrs. Pendemiis, di’ubbing on tlie 
ground with a little foot, said "‘Nonsense, for shame, 
Ai'thnr! How can you speak so flippantly? Did he 
not swear before heaven to love and cherish her, no%^er 
to leave her, Sir? Is not his duty his duty^ Sir? (a 
moBt emphatic stamp of the foot). Is she not Ms for^ 
better or for worse?’’ 

“Including the Campaigner, my dear?” says Mr.F. 

“Don’t laugh, Sir I She must come to him. There 
is no room in Howland Street for Mrs. Mackenzie.” 

^ “You artful 'Scheming creature! We have some 
sfiare rooms* Suppose we ask Mrs. Mackenzie to 
come and live udth us, my dear; and we could then 
have the benefit of the e-arrison anecdotes , and mess 
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and affection from liim — and caused tlm wietclied- 
ness of every single person round about ber* Tiiey 
oiiglit to live apart* If sbe was too poor to subsist 
'upon lier widow’s pension, wMcb, in truth, ‘was but a 
very small pittance, let Clive give up to her say the 
half of his wife’s income of 100 L a-year* His prospects 
and present means of earning money were such that 
he might afford to do without that portion of his in- 
come: at any rate, he and his father would be cheaply 
ransomed at that price, from their imprisonment to this 
intolerable person. *‘Go, Clive,” said his coimseliors, 
‘‘and bring back your wife and child, and let us all 
be happy together.” For, you see, those advisers 
opined that if we had written over to Mrs. Clive Nq;^v- 
come — ‘‘Come” — she would ha’ve .come withythe 
Campaigner in her suite. 

Yowing that he would behave like a man of cou- 
rage*, and we know^ that Clive had showm himself to be 
such in tw^o or three previous battles; Clive crossed the 
water to bring back Ms little Eosey. Our good Colonel 
agreed to dine at our house during the days of his 
son’s absence. I have said how beloved he w^as by 
young and old there — , and he was kind enough to 
say afterw'-ards, that no woman had made him so happy 
as Laura. We did not tell him — I know not from 
what reticence — that we had advised Clive ^to^ offer a 
bribe of 501. 'a-year to Mrs. Mackenzie;, • until about a 
fortnight after Clive’s absence, and a week after his 
return, when news came that poor old Mrs. Mason 
was dead at Newcome, whereupon we informed the 
Oolonel that he had another pensioner now in the 
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friend liacl gone out of tlie world iu comfort and wltli- 
oiit pain. Slie liad made a will long since j leaving 
all licr goods and chattels to Thomas Kewcome — but 
liaving no monej to give, tlie Colonel banded over 
tliese to tbe old ladj’s faithful attendant Keziain 
Altliougb many of tbe Coioners old friends bad 
parted from bim or quarrelled with bim in consequence 
of the ill-success of tbe B, B. C. , there were two old 
ladies who yet remained faithful to him — Miss Cann 
namely, and honest little Miss Honeyman of Brighton, 
who, when she heard of the return to London of her 
nephew and brother-indaw, made a railway journey to 
the- Metropolis’ (being the first time she ever engaged 
inAat kind of travelling), rustled into Clive’s apart- 
meats in Howland Street in her neatest silks, and 
looking not a day older than on that when we last 
beheld her; and after briskly scolding the young man 
for permitting his father to enter into money affairs — 
of which the poor dear Colonel -was as ignorant as a 
baby — she gave them both to understand that she 
had a little sum at her bankers at their disposal — 
and besought the Colonel to remember tliat her house 
was his, and that she sliould be proud and happy to 
receive him as soon and as often and for as long a 
time as he would honour her with his company. ‘‘Is 
not my house full of your presents’’ — cried the stout 
little old lady — “have I not reason to be grateful to 
all the Newcomes — yes, to all the Newcomes; — for 
Miss Ethel and her family have qpme to me every year 
for months, and I don’t quarrel with them, and I won’t, 
although you do, Sir. Is not this shawl — are not 
tiiW' jewels, ■that I wear,” she continued, pointing to 
thost' well-known ornaments, , “my dear ColoBefs gift? 
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Did you not relieve my brother Charles in this coimtrj 
Aiid procure for him his place in India? Yes, mj dear 
friend - — and tiioiigli you have been iinpriident in 
money matters, my obligations towards you, and iny 
gratitude, and my affection are always the same/' 
Thus Miss Honey man spoke, with somewhat of a 
quivering voice at the end of her little oration, but 
with exceeding state and dignity ■ — for she believed 
, that her investment of two hundred pounds in that un- 
lucky B. B. C., which failed for half a million, was a 
sum of considerable importance, and gave her a right 
to express her opinion to the Managers. 

Clive came back from Boulogne in a week as we 
have said — but he came back without his wife, much 
to our alarm, and looked so exceedingly tierce /tnd 
glum when we demanded the reason of his return 
without his family, that we saw wars and battles had 
taken place, and thought that in this last contiimatal 
campaign, the Campaigner had been too much fur her 
iriend. 

The Colonel, to whom Clive communicated, though 
■with us the poor lad held his tongue, told my wife 
%vhat had happened: — not all the battles; which no 
doubt raged at breakfast, dinner, supper, during the 
"week of Clive’s visit to Boulogne, — but the upshot 
uf these engagements. Eosey, not imwilling in her 
iirst private talk with her husband to come to England 
with him and the boy, showed herself irresolute on the 
second day at breakfast when the fire was opened on 
both sides — cried at dinner when fierce assaults took 
place, in which Clive had the advantage — slept 
soundly, but besought him to be very firm, and met 
the enemy at breakfast with a quaking heart cried 
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all that day, during which, pretty well without cease, 
the eugagement lasted — and when Ciive might have 
conquered and brought her 'off; but the weather was 
windy and the sea was rough, and he was pro- 
noimced a brute to veatoe on it with a wife in Eosey’s 
situation. 

Behind that “situation’^ the widow shielded herself. 
She clung to her adored child, and from that bulwark 
discharged abuse and satire at Clive and liis father. 
He could not rout her out of her position. Having- 
had the advantage on the first two or three days, on 
the four last he was beaten, and lost ground iu each 
action. Rosey found that in her situation she could 
n%t part from her darling mamma. The Campaigner 
for- her part averred that she might he reduced to beg™ 
gary that she might be robbed of her last ffirthing 
and swindled and cheated — that she might see her 
daughter s fortune flung away by niiprincipled ad- 
venturers, and her blessed child left without even the 
comforts of life — but desert her in such a situation, 
she never would — no, never! Was not dear Rosa’s 
Iieaith already impaired by the' various shocks which 
she had undergone? Did she not require every com- 
fort, every attendance? Monster! ask the doctor! 
She would stay vdth her darling child in spite of in- 
sult and rudeness and vulgarity. (Rosa’s father was a 
king’s officer, not a company’s officer, thank Godl) 
She would stay as long at least as Rosa’s situation 
continued, at Boulogne, if nothin London, but with 
her child. They might refuse* to send her money, 
having robbed her of all her own, but she would pawn 
her gown off her back for her child. Whimpers from 
~ cries of Mamma, Mamma, compose your- 
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self/’ — convulsive sobs — cknclied knnekles — * flasli- 
iiig eyes embraces rapidly clutcbad — langbs — 
stamps — snorts ■— from tlie disbevelled Campaigner 
■ — grinding teeth — livid fury and repeated breakages 
of the third commandment by Cilve — I can fancy 
the' whole scene. He retnrnecl to Loudon without his 
ivife, and when she came she brought Mrs. Maekeir/J,© 
with her. 
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CHAPTBB XXI, 


Foan(3er*s day at Grey Friars. 

Rosbt came, briBging discord and wetclieciiiess 
with lier to her Imsband, and the sentence of death 
or exile to his dear old father, all of %?hich we fore- 
saw — all of which Clive’s friends wonld have longed 
to prevent — all of which were inevitable under the 
cirenmstances. Clive’s domestic aifairs were often 
talked over bj onr little set. Warrington and F. B. 
knew of Ms nnhappiness. We three ha'd strongly 
opined that the women being together at Boulogne, 
should stay thei'e and live there, Clive sending them 
over pecuniary aid as his means permitted. “They 
must hate each other pretty well by this time,” growls 
George Wamngton. “Why on earth should they not 
part?” “What a woman that Mrs. Mackenzie is,” 
cries F. B. “What an infernal tartar and catamaran! 
She who was so uncommonly smiling and soft spoken, 
and such a fine woman , by jingo ! What puzzles all 
wmmen are.” F. B. sighed and drowned further re- 
flection in beer. 

On the other side, and most strongly advocating 
Eosa's return to- Clive %vas Mrs. Laura Pendennis; 
with certain arguments for w’hieh she had chapter and 
verse, and against which we of the separatist party 
had no appeal. “Did he marry 4ier only for the days 
of her prosperity?” asked Laura. “Is it right, is it 
manly, that he should leave her now she is unhappy 

poor little creature — • no woman had ever more 
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need of protection; and who should he her iialiirat 
guartlifiu save her husband? Snrely, - Arthur yon 
forget ~ have yon forgotten them .yourself^ Sir? — 
the solemn vows which Clive made at the altar. Is 
he not bound to his wife to keep only unto her so 
long as they both shall live, to love her, comfort 
her, honour her, and keep her in sickness and 
health?’’ 

“To keep her, yes — but not to keep the Cam- 
paigner,” cries Mr. Peadennis. “It is a moral bigamy, 
Laura, which you advocate, you wicked, immoral 
young woman!” 

But Laura, tliough she smiled at this notion, would 
not be pxit off from her first proposition. Turning to 
Clive, who was with us, talking over his doleful 
family circumstances, she took Ms hand and pleader] 
the cause of right and religion with sweet artless 
fervour. She agreed with us that it was a hard lot 
for Clive to bear. So much the nobler the task, and 
the fulfilment of duty in enduring it, A few months 
too Mu-)uld put an end to Ms trials. When his child 
■was born Mrs. Mackenzie 'would take her departure. 
It %vuuld even be Clive’s duty to separate from her 
then, as it now was to humour his wife in her delicate 
condition, and to soothe the poor soul who had had a 
great deal of ill health, of misfortune, and of domestic 
calamity to wear and shatter her. Clive acquiesced 
with a groan, but with a touching and generous 
resignation' as wq both thought “She is right, Pen,” 
he said, “I think yo^r wife Is always right I will 
try, Laura, and bear mj part, God help me! I will 
do my- duty and strive my best- to soothe and gratify 
my - poor 'dear little woman* They will be making 
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caps and tlimgs^ and will not interrupt me in mj 
studio. Of niglits I can go to Clipstone-street and 
work at tlie Life. There ’s nothing like the Life, 
Pen. So yon see I shan’t he much at home except 
at meal times, when hj n-atnre I shall have my month 
full, and no opportunity of quarreling -with poor Mrs. 
Mac.” So he went home, followed and cheered by 
the love and pity of my dear wife, and determined 
stoutly to hear this heavy yoke which fate had put 
on Mm. 

To do Mrs. Mackenaiie justice, that lady backed 
up with ail her might the statement which iiiy wife 
had put forward, with a view of soothing poor Clive, 
viz., that the residence of his mother-in-law in his 
hd|ise was only to he temporary, “Temporary!” 
cries Mrs. Mao (who was kind enough to make a 
call on Mrs. Pendennis, and treat that lady to a piece 
of her mind), “Do you suppose, Madam, that it could 
be otherwise? Bo you suppose that worlds would 
induce me to stay in a house where I have received 
such treatmmt; where, after I and my daughter had 
been robbed of every shilling of our fortune, where 
we are daily insulted by Colonel Mewcome and his 
son? Do you suppose, Ma’am, that I do not know 
that Clive’s friends hate me, and give themselves airs 
and look down upon my darling child, and try and 
make di£erences between my sweet Eosa and me — 
Eosa who might have been dead, or might have been 
starving, but that her dear mother came to her rescue? 
Ho, I would never stay. I leathe every day that I 
remain in the house — I would rather beg my bread 

I would rather sweep the streets and starve — * 
diough, thank Clod, I have my pension as the widow 
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of m officer in Her Majesty’s Service, and I can live 
upon tliat — and of that Colonel Keweome eanmt rob 
me; and when niy darling love needs a motber’s care 
no longer, I will leave ber. I will shake the dust off 
my feet and leave that lionse, I will — Aucl Mr. Xew- 
coiiie s friends may then sneer at me and abuse me, 
and blacken my darling child’s heart towards me if 
they choose. And I thank yon, Mrs, Peiidenuis, for 
all your kmdness towards my daughter's family, and 
for the furiiitiire tvhich yon hare sent into tlm house, 
and for the trouble you have taken about our family 
arrangements. It was for this 1 took the liberty of 
calling upon you, and I wish you a very good morn- 
ing.” Bo speaking, the Campaigner left my wife; 
and Mrs. Pendennis enacted the pleasing scene wkh 
great spirit to her husband afterwards, concluding. me 
w'hole with a splendid curtsey and toss of the head, 
such as Mrs. Mackenssie performed as , her parting 
salute. 

Our dear Colonel had fled ■ befoi’C, He had 
acquiesced humbly -with the decree of fate; and, 
lonely, old and beaten, marcbed honestly on the 
path of duty. It was a great blessing, he wrote to 
us, to him to think that in happier days and during 
many years he had been enabled to benefit his kind 
and excellent relative Miss Honeyman. He could 
thankfully receive her hospitality now, and claim the 
Madness and shelter which this old friend gave him. 
No one could be more anxious to make him comfort- 
able. The air of Brighton did him the greatest good; 
he had found some old friends, some old Bengalees 
there, with whom he enjoyed himself greatly, &c. 
How much did we, %vho knew his noble spirit, believe 
the Memmmes* IF. 
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of tLis story? To us Heavea Iiad awarded health, 
happiness, competence, loving children, united hearts’ 
and modest prosperity. To yonder good man, whose 
long life shone with benefactions, and whose career 
was but kindness and honour, fate decreed poverty, 
disappointment, separation, a lonely old age. We 
bowed our heads, humiliated at the contrast of his 
lot and ours; and prayed Heaven to enable us to 
bear our present good fortune meekly, and our evil 
days, if they should come, with such a resignation as 
this good Cliristiau showed. 

I forgot to say that our attempts to better Thomas 
Newcome’s money affairs were quite in vain, the 
Colonel insisting npon paying over every shilling of 
his^ miiitary alJowances and retiring pension to the 
parties iroin whom he had borrowed money previous 
to his bankruptcy. “Ah! what a good man that is,” 
says Mr. Sherrick with tears in his eyes, “what a 
noble fellow, Sir. He would die rather than not pay 
every farthing over. He’d starve. Sir, that he would. 
The money ain't mine, Sir, or if it was do you think 
I’d teke it from the poor old boy? No, Sir; by Jove 
I honour and reverence him more now he ain’t got a 
shilling in his pocket, than ever I did when we thought 
he was a rolling in money.” 

My wife made one or two efforts at Samaritan visits 
in Howland Street, but was received by Mrs. Clive 
with such a faint welcome, and by the Campaigner 
with so grim a countenance, so many sneers, innuen- 
does, insults almost, that Laura’s charity was beaten 
back, and she_ ceased to press good offices thus 
thanklessly received. If Clive came to visit us as 
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regarding the liealtli of Ids wife and child, no farther 
meatioii was made of liis family afairs. His paiuting, 
lie said, was gettmg on tolerably well 5 lie Imcl work, 
scantily paid it is true, but work sufficient. He was 
reserved, nacormininicative , imlike the 'frank Clive of 
former times, and oppressed by Ids eircnmstaiices , as 
it was easy to see. I did not press the confidence 
which he w^'as iimvilling to offer, and thonglit best to 
respect his silence. I had a thousand affairs of my 
own; who has not in London? If you die to-morrow, 
your dearest friend wdll feel for you a hearty pang of 
sorrow, and go to Ids business as usual. I could 
divine, but would not care to describe, the life which 
my poor Clive was now leading*, the vulgar misery, 
the sordid home, the cheerless toil, and lack of friend|y 
companionship which darkened his kind soul. I was 
giacl Clive’s father was aw^ay.' The Colonel wrote to 
us twice or thrice; could it be three months ago? 
bless me, how time files! He was happy, he wrote, 
with Miss Honeyman, who took the best care of him. 

Mention has been made once or twdee in the course 
of this history of the Ci^ey Friars school, — where 
the Colonel and Clive and I had been brought up, — 
an ancient foundation of the time of James I., still 
subsisting in the heart of London city. The deaths 
day of the founder of the place is stEl kept solemnly 
by Cistercians. In their chapel, where assemble the 
boys of the school, and the fourscore old men of the 
Hospital; the founder’^e, tomb stands, a huge edifice, 
emblazoned with heraldic decorations and clumsy, 
carved allegories. There is an old Hall, a beautiful 
specimen of the axchitecture of James’s time; an old 
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naiir many om naus; oia staircases, oM passages, 
old cliambers decorated with old' portraits, walking in 
the midst of which, we walk as it were in the early 
seyenteenth centniy. To others than Cistercians, 
Grey Friars is a dreary place possibly. Fevertheless, 
the pupils educated there love to revisit it; and the 
oldest of us grow young again for an hour or two as 
we come back into those scenes of childhood. 

The custom of the school is, 

December, the Founder’s 
shall recite a Latin oration, in 
and upon other subjects; and ; 


that on the 12th of 
Day, the head gowmboy 
. praise Fundatoris Nostri^ 
_ , a goodly company of olcl 

Cistercians is generally brought together to attend this 
oration: after which we go to chapel and hear a ser- 
n^pn; after which we adjourn to a great dinner, where 
old con disciples meet, old toasts are given, and speeches 
are made. Before marching from the oration-hall to 
chapel, the stewards of the day’s dinner, according 
to old-fashioned rite, have w’ands put into their hands, 
walk to church at the head of the procession, and sit 
there in places of honour. The boys are already in 
their seats, with smug fresh faces, and shining white 
collars; the old black-gowned pensioners are on their 
benches; the chapel is lighted, and Founder’s Tomb, 
with its grotesque carvings, monsters, heraldries, darkles 
and shines with the most wonderful shadows and lights. 
There he lies, Fimdator Foster, in his ruff and gown, 
awaiting the great Examination Day. We oldsters, 
be we ever so old, become boys again as we look at 
that familiar old tomb, and think how the seats are 
altered since we were here, and how the doctor — 
not the present doctor, the doctor of our time — used 
'to\ sit yonder,., and, his ' awful eye used to frighten us 
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sliuicleriiig bojs, on wliota it 'Hglitedi mi how tlie 
boy next ns would kick oiir sMns during semce time, 
and bow the monitor would case ns afterwards because 
oiir sliiiis were kicked. Yonder .sit . forty cherry" 
ciieeked boys, tliinking about, borne and holidays 
to-morrow. Yonder sit some threescore old gentlemen 
pensioners of the hospital, listening to the prayers 
and the psalms. You hear them coughing feebly in 
the twilight, — the old reverend blackgowns. Is 
Oodd Ajax alive, you wonder? — the Cistercian lads 
called these old gentlemen Codds, I know not wliere- 
£03^0 _ I l^iiow not wherefore — but is old Codd Ajax 
alive, I wonder? or Codd Soldier? or kind old Codd 
Geiitlemau, or has the grave closed over them?^ ^ A 
plenty of candles lights up this' chapel , and this ,se&e 
of age and youth, ^ and early memories, and pompous 
death. How solemn the welhremembered prayers are, 
here uttered again in the .place,, where in childhood 
we used to hear them! How beautiful and decorous 
the rite; how noble the ancient, words of the sup,plica" 
tions which the priest utters , and to which generations 
of fresh children, and troops of- bygone seniors have 
cried Aineiil' under those ■arches I The ^ service for 
Pounder’s Day is a special onep one, of the psalms 
selected’ being the thirty-seventh-, • and. we hear 


23. Th6 steps of a good maa are ordered "bv tbo nord* aitd iie do- 

ligbteth in liis way. . ' . ^ . 

24. Though ho falK he shall not he'«tterly east down, fortlienord 
uphohieth him with his hand. 

25. I have been young »*and now am eld, yet hair© I not saao tm 
righteous forsalceii* nor his seed begging their bread£_ 


‘ As we came to this verse, I chanced to look up 
from my-* bqok towards the swarm’' of blaek-eoated 
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pensioners: and amongst them — amongst them — 
sate Thomas Newcome. 

His dear old head was bent down over his prayer- 
book; there was no mistaking him. He wore the black 
gown of the pensioners of the Hospital of Grey Friars. 
His order of the Bath was on his breast. He .stood 
there amongst the poor brethren, nttering the respon- 
ses to the psalm. The steps of this good man liad 
been ordered hither by Heaven’s decree; to this Alms- 
Honse! Here it was ordained that a life all love, and 
kindness, and hononr, should end ! I heard no more of 
prayers, and psalms, and sermon, after that. How 
dared I to be in a place of mark, and he, he yonder 
apjong the poor? O pardon, you noble sonl! I ask 
forgiveness of you for being of a world that has so 
treated you — you my better, you the honest, and 
gentle, and goodi I thought the service would never 
end, or the organist’s voluntaries, or the preacher’s 
homily. 

The organ played us out of chapel at length, and 
I waited in the ante-chapel until the pensioners took 
their tnrn to (juit it. My dear, dear old friend! I ran 
to him with a warmth and eagerness of recognition 
which no doubt showed themselves in my face and 
accents as my heart was moved at the sight of him. 
EGs own wan face flushed up when he saw me, and 
his hand shook in mine. “I have found a home, 
Arthur,” said he. “Don’t yon remember, before 1 
went to India, when we came, to see the old Grey 
Fnars, and visited Captain Scarsdale in his room? — » 
a poor brother like me — an old Peninsular man; 
Soajidale is gone now, Sir, and is where the wicked 
«ase from troubling and the weary are at rest; and I 
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tliOHglit tlien, wlien we saw him, ~ here would be a 
place for aa old fellow when his career was over, to 
hang his sword up; to humble his soul, and to wait 
thankfully for the end, Arthur. My good friend, Lord 
H., who is a Cistercian like ourselves, and Isas just 
been appointed a governor, gave me Ms first nomina- 
tion. Don’t be agitated, Arthur, my boy, I am very 
happy. I have good quarters, good food, good light 
and fire, and good friends; blessed be God! my dear 
kind young friend — my boy’s friend; you bave always 
been so, Sir; and I take it uncommonly kind of you, 
and 1 thank God for yon, Sir. Why, Sir, I am a.s 
happy as the day is long.” He uttered words to this 
effect as we walked through the courts of the building 
tow'ards Ms room, which in truth I found neat ^id 
comfortable, with a brisk fire crackling on the hearth; 
a little tea-table laid out, a Bible and speciacles by 
the side of it, and over the mantel-piece a drawing of 
his grandson by Olive. 

“You may come and see me here, Sir, whenever 
yon like, and so may your dear wife and littie ones, 
tell Laura, with my love; — but you must not stay 
now. You must go back to your dinner." In vain 
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tiie Poor Brother’s gown: and I cannot saj but that I 
acquiesced la Ms reasons , and admired that noble hu- 
mility and contentedness of wMch he gave me an 
example. 

That which had caused Mm most grief and paiiij” 
he said, ‘‘in the issue of that unfortunate bank, was 
the thought that poor friends’ of his had been induced 
by his representations to invest their little capital in 
that speculation. Good Miss Honeyman for instance, 
meaning no harm, and in all respects a most honest 
and kindly-disposed old lady, had nevertheless alluded 
more than once to the fact that her money had been 
thrown away /and these allusions, Sir, made her 
hospitality somewhat hard to bear,’’ said the Colonel. 

home — at poor Olivey’s, I mean — it was even 
worse, he continued; ‘‘Mrs. Mackenzie for months 
past, by her complaints, and — and her conduct, has 
made my son and me so miserable — that flight be- 
fore her, and into anj refuge, was the best coarse, 
bhe too does not mean ill, Pen. Do not waste any 
of your oaths npon that poor w'oman” (he added, 
holding up his finger, and smiling sadly). “She thinks 
I deceived her, though Heaven knows it was myself I 
deceived. She has great influence over Eosa. Very 
few persons can resist that violent and head-strong 
woman, Sir. I could not bear her reproaches, or my 
poor sick daughter, whom her mother leads almost 
entirely now, and, it w'as with all this grief on my 
mind, that, as I was walking one day upon Brighton 
cliff, I met my school-fellow, mf Lord H. — who has 
ever been a good friend of mine — and who told me 
fey appointed a governor of Grey 
J!n»r«. He asked me to dine with him on., the next 


TUB KEWCOMES.' 


297 



■■ ' 

iniifiii 


Sajj and would take no refusai He knew of my 
pecmiiary misfortunes, of course — and showed him'* 
self most noble and libera! in Ms offers of kelp. 1 
w^as very much touched by Ms goodness^ Pen, and 
made a clean breast of it to his lordship; who at first 
would not hear of my coming to this place - — and 
offered me out of the purse of an old bi'other school- 
fellow and an old brother soldier as much — as much 

should last me my time. Wasn’t it noble of Mm, 
Arthur? God bless Mm! There are good men in the 
world, Sir, there are true friends, as I have found, in 
these later days. Do you know, Sir,” here the old 
man’s eyes twinkled, ‘Hhat Fred Bayliam fixed up 
that bookcase yonder — and brought me my little 
boy’s picture to hang up? Boy and Clive will con|fe 
and see me soon,” . ’ , 

^‘Do you mean they do not come?” I cried. 

*‘They don’t know I am here, Sir,” said the Co* 
lonel, with a sweet, kind smile. '^‘They think I am 
visiting his lordship in Scotland. Ah I they are good 
people! When we had had our talk down-stairs over 
our bottle of claret — where mj old commander-in* 
chief would not hear of my plan: we went up-stairs to 
her ladyship, who saw that her husband was disturbed, 
and asked the reason, I daresay it was the good 
claret that made me speak, Sir; forT told her that I 
and her husband had had a dispute, and that I would 
take her ladyship for umpire. And then I told her 
the story over, that I •had paid away -every rupee^to 
the meditors, and mortgaged my pensions and retiring 
allowances for the same end, that I was a burden upon 
CMrey, who had work enough, poor .boy, to keep Ms 
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own family Ins wifo s motliorj wlioiii my ii33priid6iiC6 
had impoyeristed, — that here was an honourable 
agjiiim whieli mj friend could procure for me* and 
was not that better than to drain Ms purse? She was 
very much moved, .Sir — she is a very kind larW 


tliongh she passed for being very proud and haughty 

m India — so wrongly are people judged. And Lord 
H. said, in his rough way, ‘that, by Jove, if Tom 


hicwcome took a thing into his obstinate old head no' 
one could drive it out.’ And so,” said the Colonel, 
with his sad smile, “I /lad my own way. Lady H. 
was good mpngli to come and see me the very next 
day ■— and dp .you know, Pen, she invited me to go 
and live with them for the rest of my life — made 
jffle the most generous, the most delicate offers. But 
I knew I was right, and held my own. I am too old 
to work, Arthur: and better here, whilst I am to stay 
ftan elsewhere. Look! all this furniture came from 
H. House — and that wardrobe is full of linen, which 
she sent me.^ She has been twice to see me, and every 
officer in this hospital is as courteous to me as if I 
had my fine house.” 

_ I thought of the psalm we had heard on the pre- 
vious evening, and turned to it in the opened Bible 
and ^pointed to the verse, “Though he fall, he shall 
not be utterly cast down, for the Lord upholdeth him.” 
Ihomas Neweome seeing my occupation, laid a kind, 
trembling hand on my shoulder; and then, putting on 
his glasses, with a smile, bent over the volume. And 
who that saw him then, and kfiew him and loved him 
M I did -- who would not have humbled his owa 
heart, and breathed his inward prayer, confessing and 
adpEWg the Divine Will, which ordains these trials, 
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tliese triiimplis, these tiimiliatioES), these Most griefs | 
this crowiimg Love? 

I had the happiEess of bringiHg Clive and Ms little 
boy to Thomas Kewcome that evenkg; mi heard tbs 
cHHs cry of recognition and surprise, and .the old 
man calling the hof& name, as I closed the door upon 
that nieetiiig; and by the night's mail I went clown 
Newcome, to the friends with whom my own family 
,was already staying. 

Of course, my conscience-keeper at Eosebury was 
anxious to know about the school-dinner, and all the 
speeches made, and the guests assembled there 5 but 
she soon ceased to enqiuire about these when I came 
to give her the news of the discovery of our dear old 
friend in the habit of a J?oor Brother of Grey Friars. 
She was very glad to hear that Clive and his liliia 
son had been reunited to the Colonel 5 and appeared to 
imagine at &st, that there was some wonderful merit 
upon my part m hringing the three together. 

‘‘'Well — no great merit, Pen, as you will put it,” 
gays the Confessor; “but it -was kindly thought, Sir — 
and I like my husband when he, is kind best; and 
doMt wonder at your having made a stupid speech at 
the dinner, as you say you did,; when you had this 
other subject ,to think of. That is' a beautiful psalm, 
Pen, and those’ verses whicii you were reading when 
you saw him, especially beautiful*” 

. “But in the presence of eighty old gentlemen, who 
have all come to decay* and have all -had to beg their 
bread in a manner, don’t you think the clergyman 
might choose some other psalm?” asks Mr. Pen* 
donnis. * 
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*'Tliey were. not forsaken utterly, Artkiir/' says 
Mrs. Laura, gravely: but ratber declines to argue tlie 
pokt^raised by me; namely, that tlie selection of that 
especial tMr^-seventb psalm was not complimentary 
to those decayed old gentlemen. 

the psalms are good, Sir,” she says, *kiid 
this one, of course, is included,” and thus tlie^discus- 
sion closed. 

I then fell to a description of Howland Street, and 
poor Clive, whom I had found there over his work/ 
A dubious maid scanned my appearance rather eagerly 
when I asked, ^ to see him. I found a picture- dealer 
chaffering with.' 'Mm over a bundle of sketches, and 
Ids little bo3r,:;aiready pencil in hand, lying in one 
ch^ner of the room, the sun playing about his yellow 
hair. The child looked languid and pale, the father 
worn and ill. .When the dealer at length took his 
bargains away, I ^graduaily broke my errand to Clive, 
and told him from whence I had just come. 

^ He had thought Ms father in Scotland with Lord 
, H.: and was immensely moved with the news which I 
brought. 

‘H haven’t' -'written to Mm for a month. It’s not 
pleasant letters I have to write, Pen, and I can’t make 
them pleasant. Up, Tommykin, and put on your 
cap.” Tommykin jumps up. ‘^Put on your cap, and 
tell them to take ,off your pinafore, and tell grand- 
mamma.” ■ 

At that name Tommykin hegim to cry. 

..''Look at thatr? says Clive^, commencing to speak 
in the ..French, ^language, which the cMId interrupts. 

^ by caMng out in. that tongue, "I speak also French, 
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‘‘Well, mj cliild! You will like to coma out witk 
Papa, and Betsy can dress yon,’’ He flings off Ms 
own paint-stained sliooting-jacket as lie talks, takes a 
frock-coat out of a carved wardrobe, and a iiat from a 
lieimet on the slielf. He is no longer the baiidsoine 
splendid boy of old times. Can tliat be Clive, with 
that haggard face and slouched handkerchief? ‘H am 
not the dandy I was, Pen,’' he says bitterly. 

A little voice is heard crying over-head — and 
giving a kind of gasp, the mTetched father stops in 
some indiffereut speech he was trying to make — ^ “I 
can't help myself,” he groans out*, “my poor wife is 
so ill, she can’t attend to the child. Mrs. Mackenzie 
manages the house for me — and — hei'el Tommy, 
Tommy! Papa’s coming!” Tommy has been crying 
again, and flinging open the studio door, Clive calls 
out, and dashes up-sMrs, 

I hear scuffling, stamping, loud voices, poor 
Tommy’s seared little pipe — Clive’s- fierce objurga- 
tions, and the Campaigner’s voice barking out — 
‘‘Do, Sir, do! with my child suffering in the next 
room. Behave like a brute to me, do. He shall not 
go out. He shall not have the hat” — ^ “He, shall”— 
“Ah — ah!” A scream is heard. It' is Clive tearing 
a child’s hat out of the Campaigner’s hands, with 
which, and a flushed face, he presently rushes down- 
stairs, bearing little Tommy on He shoulder. 

“You see what I am come to, Pen,” he says ■with 
a heart-broken voice, trying, wdth hands all of a 
tremble, to tie the hat m the boy’s head. He laughs 
bitterly at the ill-success of his endeavours, “Oh, 
you silly Papa!” laughs Tommy, too. 

The door is flung open, and the red-faced Cam- 
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paigner appears. Her face is mottled witli wrath, her 
handeaux of hair are disairacged upon her forehead, 
the ornaments of her cap, cheap, and dirty, and 
numerous, only giye her a wilder appearance. She^ is 
in a large and dingy wrapper, rery different from the 
lady who had presented herself a few months hack to 
my wife • — how different from the smiling Mrs, 
Mackenzie of old days! 

“He shall not go out of a winter day, Sir,” she 
breaks out “I have his mothers orders, whom yoir 
arc Ulling^ Mr. Pendennis!” She starts, perceiving me 
for the first time, and her breast heaves, and she pre- 
pares for combat, and looks at me over her shoulder. 

“You and his father are the best judges upon this 
point, Ma’am,” says Mr. Pendennis, with a bow. 

* “The child is delicate, Sir,” cries Mrs. Mackenzie; 
“and this winter — ” 

“Enough of this,” says Clive with a stamp, and 
passes through her guard with Tommy, and we descend 
the stairs, and at length are in the free street. Was 
it not best not to describe at full length this portion 
of poor Clive’s history? 


\i^ 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

Ohriatiiias at 'Rosebary# 

Wb Iia?e known our friend Florae under two aris- 
tocratic immes, and migkt now salute him by a third, 
to wiiich he was entitled, although neither he nor his 
wife ever chose to assume it. His father was lately 
dead, and M. Paul de Florae might sign himself Due 
d’lwy if he chose, but ho was iadhSereut as to the 
matter, and his wife’s friends indignant at the idea 
that their kinswoman, after having been a Princess, 
should descend to the rank of a mere Duchess. Sd 
Prince and Princess these good folks reUiaiaed, being 
exceptions to that order, Inasnmeh as their friends 
could certainly put their trust in them. 

’ On his ^ father H death Florae went 'to Paris, to 
settle the affairs of the paternal succession; ' and, 
having been for some time absent in his native country, 
returned to Eosebury for the winter, to resume that 
sport of which he was a distinguished amateur. He 
hunted in black during the en^ng season; and, in* 
deed, henceforth kid aside his splendid attire and Ids 
alhires as a young man. His waist expanded, or, was 
no longer confined by tbe- cestus which had given it, a 
shape. When he kid aside his black, his whiskers, 
too, T.vent into a sort of haIf*mouming, and appeared 
ia, grey. make myself old, my 'friend,’* he. said, 
pathetically; ‘‘I have no more neither twenty years 
nor forty.” He went to Eosebury Church no 'more; 
but, with gi;eat order and sobriety, drove every Sunday 
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to tke neigliboiirmg Catliolic cliapel at C — Castle, 
We bad an ecclesiastic or two to dine witk ns at 
Eosebiiry^ one of whom I am lEclined to think was 
Florae’s Director, 

A reason, perhaps, for Paul’s altered demeanour, 
was the. presence of his mother at liosehiiry, No 
politeness or respect could be greater than Pauls to- 
wards the Countess. Had she been a sovereign prin- 
cess, Madame de Florae could not have been treated 
with more profound courtesy than she now received 
from her son. I tliink the humble-minded lady could 
have dispensed with some of his attentions; but Paul 
was a personage who demonstrated all his sentiments, 
and performed Ms various parts in life with the great- 
*est vigour. As a man of pleasure, for instance, what 
more active roud than he? As a jeune Iiomme^ who 
could be younger, and for a longer time? As a 
country gentleman, or an komme d*affairesj he insisted 
upon dressing each character with tiie most rigid ac- 
curacy, and an exactitude that reminded one somewhat 
of Boufd; or Perviile, at the play. I wonder wiietlier, 
when he is quite old, he will think proper to w'ear a 
j)ig-taii, like his old father? At any rate, that was a 
good part which th|||kind fellow •was now acting, of 
reverence towmi-ds his widowed mother, and affectionate 
respet for her declining days. He not only felt these 
amiable sentiments, but he Imparted them to'" his friends 
freely, as his -wont was. He used to weep freely, — 
quite unr^^strained by the presence of the domestics, 
as English sentiment would be; — and when Madame 
de Florae quitted the room after dinner, would squeeze 
my hand and tell me with streaming eyes, that his 
mother was an angel. ‘‘Her life has been hut a Ioup’ 
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only a dignified aeq[mesce!ice, as if ier place was not 
la it, and her thoughts were in her Home elsewhere 5 
— these qimlities, which we had seen exemplified in 
another life, Lanra and her husband watched in 
Hadame de Florae, and we ioYed her becaase she was 
like oar mother. I see in such women the good and 
pure, the patient and faithful, the tried and meek, the 
followers of Him whose earthly life was divinely sad 
and tender. 

But, good as she was to us and to all, Ethel Hew- 
come was the French lady’s greatest fayourite. A 
bond of extreme tenderness and affection united these 
two. The elder friend made constant visits to the 
younger at Newcome; and when Miss Newcome, as 
she frequently did, came to Bosebury, we used to see 
tha*t they preferred to be alone; divining and respect- 
ing the sympathy which brought those two faithful 
hearts together. I can imagine now the two tali forms 
slowly pacing the garden walks, or tmming, as they 
lighted on the young . ones in their play. What was 
their talk? I never asked it. Perhaps Ethel never 
said what was in her heart, though, be sure, the other 
knew it. Though the grief of those they love is un- 
told, women hear it; as they soothe it with unspoken 
consolations. To see the elder lady embrace her 
friend as they parted, was something holy — a sort 
of saint-like salutation. 

Consulting the person from whom I had no secrets, 
we had thought best at first not to mention to our 
friends the place and position in which we had found 
our dear Colonel; at least to wait for a fitting op- 
portunity on which we might break the news to those 
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wBo lieH liim in sueli aifection* I toU liow Oli^e was 
Imrd at work, and Iioped tlie best for liim. '' Good* 
aatnred Madame de MoirtcoEtonr was easily satisfied 
witli my replies to lier questions eoiicermug our friend. 
Etliel only asked, if lie and ber uncle were well*, and 
once or twice made enquiries respecting Eosa and lier 
cliiid. And now it was that my wife told me, wdiat I 
need no longer keep secret, of EtbeFs eictreme anxiety 
to serve lier distressed relatives, and bow slie, Laura, 
bad already acted as Miss Hewcome's • almoner in 
furnisbing and biring those apartments which Etliel 
believed were occupied by Clive and his fatiier, ami 
■wife and child. And my -wife farther informed me, 
with vrbat deep grief Ethel bad beard of her unckfs 
misfortune, and how, but that she feared 'to offend bis 
pride, she longed to give him assistance- She Had 
eveii ventured to offer to' send bim . pecuniary help; 
but the Colonel (who never mentioned the circumstance 
to me or any other of bis friends), in a kind but %''ery 
cold letter, bad declined to be beholden to bis niece 
for help. 

So 1 may have remained some days at Eosebury, 
and the real position of the two Newcomes was un- 
known to, our friends there. Christmas Eve wm come, 
and, according to a long-standing promise, Ethel New- 
come and her two children bad arrived'' from Park, 
which dreary ‘mansion, since , bis double 'defeat, Sir 
Barnes scarcely ever visited. Christmas was come, 
and Eosebury ball was decorated with holly. Florae 
didEis best to welcome* bis friends, and strove to make 
the meeting gay, though in truth it was rather me- 
lancholy. The children, however, were happy:, they 
had pleasure enough, in the school festival, in the dis* 
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tribution of cloaks and blankets to tbe poor, and in 
Siadame de Montcontonr’s gardens, deliglitfiil and 
beautiful tboiigh mnter was there. 

It was only a family meeting, Madame de Florae’s 
widowhood not permitting her presence in large com- 
panies. Paul sate at bis table between bis mother and 
Mrs. Pendennis; Mr. Pendennis opposite to him wdth 
Ethel and Madame de Monteontour on each side. The 
four children were placed between these personages, 
on whom Madame de Florae looked wdth her tender 
glances, and to whose little wants the kindest of hosts 
ministered wdtb uncommon good-nature and affection. 
He was very soft-hearted about children. ‘T^ourqiioi 
n’en avons-nous pas, Jeanne? He! ponrqnoi n’en 
a¥ons-nons pas?” he said, addressing his wife by her 
Christian name. The poor little lady looked kindly 
at her husband, and then gave a sigh, and turned and 
heaped cake upon the plate of the child next to her* 
No mamma or aunt Ethel could interpose. It was a 
very light wholesome cake. Brown made it on pur- 
pose for the children, “the little darlings!” cries the 
Princess, 

The children were very happy at being allowed to 
sit up so late to dinner, at all the kindly amusements 
of the day, at the holly and misletoo clustering round 
the lamps — the misletoe, under which the gallant 
Florae, skilled in all British usages, vowed he would 
have his privilege. But the misletoe was clustered 
round the lamp, the lamp was over the centre of the 
great round table — the innoc^ent gratification which 
he proposed to himjself was denied to M. Paul. 

In the greatest excitement and good-humour, our 
host at the dessert made us de$ speech He carried a 
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toast to tlie clbarmitig ! 

Mistriss Laura, aiaoth 
freii\ Ms 'appy frea’, ^ 
of sucli a wife, ’apy 
tlie JHimortality, , 
about clapped tbeir bappy little bands 
and crowed in cliorns. 
guardians were about to retreat, 
bad yet a speecli, yet a toast 
butler pour wine into every one’s glass 


a* to bis good fren’, Ms brave 
^endennis. possessor 

as writer of works destined to 
&V. &c. Tbe little cbildren round 
" j, and laiigbed 
And now tbe nursery tand its 
when Florae said be 
— and/ be . bac!e\ tbe ■ 

^ ^ toast; 

— and be carried it to tbe liealtb of our dear friends, 
of Clive and bis fatber, — tbe good, tbe brave Colo- 
nel! “We wbo are bappy,” says be, “shall we not 
think of those wbo are good? We wbo love each 
other, slmli not remember those whom we all 
He spoke with very great tenderness and feeling* 
“Ma bonne mke, tboii too sbalt diink this toastf’ be 
said, taking Ms mother’s hand, and kissing ik She 
returned bis caress gently, and tasted^ tbe wine with 
her pale lips. Ethers bead bent in silence over her 
glass; and, as for Laura, need I say wFat happened 
to her? When the ladies went away my heart wm 
opened to my friend Florae, and I told him where and 
how I had left my dear Clive's father. 

The Frenchman’s emotion on hearing this tale was 
such that I have loved him ever since. Olive in want! 
Why had he not sent to his friend? Grands Dieux. 
'Clive who had helped him in his greatest distress. 
Clive’s father, prem ctoalfer, ce parfmt ge^itilhommej 
In a hundred rapid exclamations Florae exhibited > his 
sympathy, asking of Fate, why such men as he and I 
were sitting surrounded by splendours before golden 
vases ~ crowned with flowers — with valets to kiss 
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T* speecli in 

winch 1 aiil expressed Ms prosperity) — whilst our 
friend the Colonel, so much better than we, spent Ms 
last days in poverty, and alone.' 

I liked Florae none the less, I own, because that 
one of the conditions of the Colonel’s present life 
which appeared the hardest to most people, affected 
Morac but little. To be a Pensioner of an Ancient 
Institution? Whj not? Might not any officer retire 
witiiouf shame to the Invalides at the close of his ' 
campaigns, and had not Fortune conquered our old 
trieud, and age and disaster overcome him? It never 
once entered Thomas Newcome’s head, nor Clive’s 
nor Florae s, nor his mother’s, that the Colonel de- 
iwaned himself at all by accepting that bounty; and 
i recollect Wairingtoii sharing our sentiment and 
trowling out those noble lines of the old poet: 

“His joldew li^cks time hath to silver turned: 

(> tnn,‘ too swift, O swiftness never ceasing! 
ilii* youtii gainst time and age hath ever spurned, 

spurned in vain ; youth waneth by encreasing. 

youth, are flowers but fading seen. 

Huiy, tdith, love, are roots, and ever green. 

His helmet now shall make a hive for bees, 

A songs be tm-ned to holy psulras: 

A man at arms m. st now serve on his knees , 

^ And feed on prayers, which are old age’s alms,” 

* * m ^ 

These, I say, respected our friend, whatever was 
the coat he wore; whereas, among the Colonel’s own 

whTi n indignation even, 

expressed, when they came to hear of this, 

wL degradation to thefr 

aiother-in-law made outcries over 
the good old man as over a pauper, and inquired of 
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Heaven, wliat slie liad clone tliat bar Messed cliiH 
slionid liave a mcadieaiit for a father? And Mrs. 
Hobson, ill subsequent confidential communicailon 
with the writer of these memoirs, Improved tlie oc> 
easioa religiously as her wont was; referred tlie matter 
to Heaven too, and tliougbt fit to assume that tlio 
'.celestial ..posm’s,,,.. liad .decreed tMs . hmnilMwn ^ . tli.k.. 
dreadful trial for tlie Newcome family, as a warning 
to them all that they should not be too much puffed 
up with prosperity, nor set their affections too much 
upon things of this earth. Had they not already 
received one cliastiseo.ient, in Barnes’s punishment, and 
Lady Clara’s awful falling aw^ay? They had taught 
her a lesson, which the Colouers lamentaUe errors liad 
confirmed^ ' — the vanity of trusting in all earthly 
grandeurs! Thus it was this worthy woman plunied 
herself, as it were, on her relative’s misfortunes; and 
was pleased to think the latter tvere designed for the 
special warning and advantage of her prmite family. 
But Mrs. -Hobson’s philosophy is only, mentioned by 
the ivay. Our story, which is di-awing to its close, 
has to busy itself with other members of the house ot 
The Hewcomes. 

My talk with Florae lasted for. some time: at Its 
close, when we w^ent to join the ladies in the draiving* 
room we found Ethel cloaked and shawled, and pre- 
pared for her departure with her young ones, who 
were already asleep. The little festival was oyer, and 
had ended in melancholy — even in weeping. Our 
hostess sate in her accustomed seat by her lamp and 
her work-table; but, neglecting her needle, she was 
having perpetual recourse to her pocket-handkerchief, 
and uttering ejaculations of pity between the intervals 
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of ii6r g'lislios of tcErs. cIg I^lorEc wes in Iicr 

iisnai place, her head east downwards, and her hands 
folded. Mj wife was at her side, a grave commisera” 
tion showing herself 'in Laiira^s eoimteiiance wdiilst I 
read a yet deeper sadness in ItheFs pale face. Miss 
Fewcome’s carriage had been announced; the attend- 
ants had already carried the young ones asleep to 
the vehicle; and she was in the act of taking leave. 
We looked round at this disturbed party, guessinf^* 
very likely what the subject of their talk had been, to 
which, however, Miss Ethel did not allude: but, aii” 
nouncing that she had intended to depart without 
disturbing' the two gentlemen, she bade us’ farewell 
and good-night, ■ HI 'wish I could say merry Christ- 
slie added gravely, “but none of us, I fear, can 
hop'e for that.” It was evident that Laura bad told 
tbe last ebagter of the Colonel’s story. 

Madame de Florae rose up and embraced Mim 


jXewcome; and, that farewell over, she sank back on 


tlie^ Sofa ^exhausted, and with such an expression of 
affliction In her countenance, that mj mfe ran eagerly 
towards her, -‘‘It 'is nothing, my dear,” she' said, 
giving a cold hand to the younger lady, and sate 
silent for a few moments, during which we heard 
Moracs voice without,, crying Adieu! and 'the wheels 
of Miss hiTewcoine’s carriage as It drove away. 

Our host entered a moment afterwards; and, re- 
marking as Laura had- done, his mother’s pallor, and 
look of anguish,, went up and spoke to her with the 
utmost tenderness and anxiety* 

She gave her hand to her son, and a faint blush 
rose up out of the past as it we, and trembled upon 
her vm ebeek “He was tbe first friend I ever bad 
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Ie tlie world, Paul,” she said; “the first and the best 
He shall not want, shall he, my son?” 

No signs of that emotion in w'hich her daughter -in- 
law had been indnlgiiig were as yet visible in Madame 
de Florae's eyes; but, as she spoke, holding her soifs 
hand in hers, the tears at length overfiowed; and, with 
a sob, her head fell forwards. The impetuous French - 
man flung liimself on his knees before his mother, 
^uttered a hundred words of love and I'espect for her, 
'and with tears and sobs of his own called G-ocl to 
witness that their friend should never want. And so 
this mother and son embraced each other, and clung 
together in a sacred union of love; before wdiich, we, 
wiio had been admitted as spectators of that scene, 
stood hushed and respectful. 

That night Laura told me, how, when the ladies 
left us, their talk had been entirely about the Colonel 
and Clive. Madame de Florae had spoken especially, 
and much more freely than was her wont. She had 
told many remmisceuces of Thomas Newcome and his 
early days; how her father taught him mathematics 
wdien they wmre quite poor, and living in their dear 
little cottage at Blackheath; how handsome he was 
then, with bright eyes, and long black hair flowing 
over his shoulders; how military glory was his boyish 
passion, and he was for ever talking of India, and the 
famous deeds of Clive and Lawnrence* His favourite 
book was a history of India — the history of Orine^ 
“He read it, and I read it also, my daughter,” the 
French lady said, turnfng to Ethel; “ah! I may say 
so after so many years.” 

Ethel remembered the book as belonging to her 
grandmother, and now in the library at New-come. 
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Doubtless the same sympathy which caused me to 
speak about Thomas Newcome that evening, impelled 
my wife likewise. She told her friends, as I had told 
Florae, all the Colonel’s story; and it was while these 
good women were under the impression of the melan- 
choly history, that Florae and his guest found them. 

Eetired to our rooms, Laura and I talked on the 
same subject until the clock tolled Christmas, and the 
neighbouring church -bells rang out a jubilation. And, 
looking out into the quiet night, where the stars were 
keenly shining, we committed ourselves to rest with 
humbled hearts: praying, for all those we loved, a 
blessing of peace and good--wilL 
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The shortest and happiest ia the whole hktory. 

On the ensuing Christinas mornings I chanced to 
_rise betimes j and eiiterini,^ inj dressing *• room ^ opened 
the windows^ and looked oiit on the soft landscape, 
’over which mists were still lying; whilst the serene 
sky above, and the lawns and leafless woods in the 
foregronnd near, were still pink wdth sunrise. The 
grey had not even left the west yet, and I could see 
a star or two twinkling there, to vanish with that 
twilight. 

As I looked out, I saw the not distant lodge- 
gate open after a brief parley, and a lady on horse- 
back, followed by a servant, rode rapidly up to the 
house, ■ , 

This early visitor was no other than Miss Ethel 
Newcome, The young lady espied me immediately* 
‘tCome down; come down to me this moment, Mr* 
Pendennis,” she cried out. I hastened down to her, 
supposing rightly, that news of importance had brought 
her to Rosebury so early. 

The news were of importance indeed* ,®%oofc hercT^ 
she said, ^^read this;’^ and she took a paper' from the 
pocket of her habit '“When I went home' last night, 
after Madame de Elorae had been talking to us about 
Ome's India, I took the volumes from the bookcase, 
and found this paper. It is in my grandmothePs — 
Mrs. Newcome’s — hand -writing; I know it quite 
well; it is dated on the very day of her death. She 
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had been writing and reading in her stiiclj on that 
very night; I have often heard papa speak of the cir- 
enmstaiice. Look and read. Yon are a lawyer, Mr. 
Pendennis; tell me about this paper. 

I seized it eagerly, and cast my eyes over it; but 
having read it, my countenance fell. 

“My dear Miss Newcome, it is not worth a penny,’’ 
I was obliged to own. 

“Yes it is, Sir, to honest people!” she cried out 
“My brother and uncle will respect it as Mrs. New-' 
corners dying wish. They must respect it.” 

The paper in question was a letter in ink that 
had grown yellow from time, and was addressed by 
the late Mrs. Newcome, to “my dear Mr. Luce.” 

“That was her solicitor, my solicitor still,” inter- 
poses Miss Ethel. 

“The Hermitage, March 14^ 182--. 

“My dear Mr. Luce” (the defunct lady wrote). 
“My late husband’s grandson has been staying with 
me lately, and is a most pleasing, handsome, and 
engaging little He bears a strong likeness to 

his grandfather, I think ; and though he has mo claims 
upon mey and I know is sufficiently provided for by 
bis father, Lietitenant-Colonel Newcome, C. B., of the 
East India Company’s Service, I am sure my late 
dear husband will be pleased that I should leave his 
grandson, Clive Newcome, a token of peace and good-^ 
will; and I can do so with the more readiness, as it 
has pleased Heaven greatly ^o increase mj means 
since my husband was called away hence. 

desire to bequeath a 'Sum equal to that which 
Mr. Newcome willed to my eldest son, Prian New- 
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come^ Esq., to Mr. Fewcomo's grandson, Clive Hew- 
come; and fiirtliermore, tiiat a token of mj esteem and 
affection, a ring, or a piece of plate, of tlie value of 
^100, be given to Licntenant-Colonel Tlioiiias Hew- 
come, my step-son, w^ose excellent conduct for 
^ears^ and whose repeated acts of gallantry in the 
sermee of kk sovereign^ have long obliterated the just 
feelings of displeasure with which I could not but 
view his early disobedimce and misbehamour^ before he 
‘quitted England against iny will, and entered the 
military service. 

'■‘I beg you to prepare immediately a codicil to 
my will, providing for the above bequests; and desire 
that the amount of these legacies should be taken 
from the property bequeathed to my eldest son. You 
will be so good as to prepare the necessary docu* 
meat, and bring it wdth you when you come on Satur- 
day, to 

Yours very truly, 

Tuesday night, Sophia Aletiiba Hnwcom^.’^ 

I gave back the paper wdth a sigh to the finder, 
is but a wish of Sirs. Hewcome, my dear Miss 
Ethel,” I said. “Pardon me, if I say, I think I know 
your elder brother too well to suppose that he will 
fulfil it.” 

“He will fulfil it, Sir, I am sure he will,” Miss 
Hewcome said, in a haughty manner. “He would do 
as much without being asked, I am certain he would, 
did he know the depth hf my dear uncle’s misfortune. 
Bames is in London now, and — ” 

“And you will write to him? I know what the 
answer will be.” 
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will go to Mm this very day, Mr, Pendenms! 
I will go to my dear, dear uncle. I cannot bear to 
tbink of Mm in that place,” cried the, young lady, the , 
tears starting into her honest eyes. “It was the -will 
of Heaven. 0 God be thanked for it! Had we fonnd 
my grandmamma’s letter earlier, Barnes w-oiild have 
paid the legacy immediately, and the money would 
have gone in that dreadful bankruptcy. I wdll go to 
Barnes to-day. Will you come wdtli me? Won’t you 
come to your old friends. We may be at his, — at^ 
Clive’s house this evening; and 0, praise be to God! 
there need be no more want in his family.” 

“My dear friend, I will go with yon round the 
world on such an errand,” I Said, kissing her hand. 
How beautiful she looked! the generous colour rose 
in* her face, her voice thrilled with happiness. The 
music of Christmas church bells leaped up at this 
moment with joyful gratulations ; the face of the old 
house, befoi'e which we stood talking, shone out in 
the morning sun, 

“You will come? thank you! I must run and tell 
Madame de Plorac,” cried the happy young lady, and 
we entered the house together. “How came you to 
he kissing Ethel’s hand, Sir; and what is the meaning 
of this early visit,” asks Mrs. Laura, as soon as I had 
returned to my own apartments. 

“Martha, get me a carpet bag! I am going to 
London in an hour,” cries Mr. Pendenms. If I had 
kissed Ethel’s hand just now, delighted at the news 
which she brought to me, was not one a thousand 
times dearer to me, as happy as her friend? I know 
who prayed with a thankful heart that day as we 
sped, in the almost solitary train, towards London. 
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10 wfuea the Author goes co a pleasant err’ao«l. 

Before I parted with Miss ITewcome at the 
she made me promise to see her on the 
early hour at her brother’s I 
her farewell and repaired to 
deuce, which presented but a 
festive day, I thought I would 
visit; and, if imdted 


station, 

lionse; and ■Bavln,g..|jiiclc!ett 
nij .own. solltiirj? ;re:Si* 
drearj aspect on tiiat 
paj, Howland Street a 
Christmas dinner with 

V. Clive,*,., 

found my friend at home, and at work still, in* 
spite of the day. He had promised a pair of pictures 
to a dealer for the morrow, “He pays me pretty well, 
and I want all the money he will give me, Pen,” tlio 
painter said, rubbing on at his canvas. “I am prettj' 
easy in my mind since I have become acquainted with 
a virtuous dealer. I sell myself to him, body and 
soul, for some half-dozen pounds a week. I know I 
^n get my money, and he is regularly supplied with 
Ins pictures. But for Kosey’s illness wc might carry 
on well enough.” ° j 

Urey’s illness? I was sorry to hear of that: and 
poor Clive, entering into particulars, told me how he 
had spent upon doctors rather more than a fourth of 
his year’s earnings. “There is a solemn feUow, to 
whom the women have taken a fanigr, who lives but a 
few doors off in Gower Street, and who, for Lis last 
sixteen visits, has taken sixteen pounds sixteen shillings 
out of my pocket with the most admirable gravitj', 
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and as if guineas grew tliere. He talks the fasliions 
to mj mother-in-law. My poor wife hangs on every 
word he says — Look! There is his carriage coming 
up now! and there is his fee, confound himT’ says 
.Clive, casting -a rueful look towards a little packet 
lying upon the mantel-piece, by the side of that skinned 
figure in plaster of Paris which we have seen in most 
studios. 

I looked out of window and saw a certain Fashion- 
able Doctor tripping out of his chariot; that Ladies*’ 
Delight, who has subsequently migrated from Blooms- 
bury to Belgravia; and who has Ms polite foot now in 
a thousand nurseries and boudoirs. What Confessors 
were in old times, Quackenboss and his like are in 
our Protestant country. What secrets they know! into 
What mystic chambers do they not enter! I suppose 
the Campaigner made a special toilette to receive her 
fashionable fnend, for that lady, attired in considerable 
splendour, and with the precious jewel on her head, 
which I remembered at Boulogne, came into the studio 
two minutes after the Doctor’s visit was announced; 
and made him a low curtsey. I cannot describe the 
overpowering civilities of that woman. 

Clive was very gracious and humble to her. He 
adopted a lively air in addressing her — “Must work, 
you know, Christmas Day and all — for the owner 
of the pictures will call for them in the morning. 
Bring me a good report about Eosey, Mrs. Mackenzie, 
please — and if you will have the kindness to look 
by the eoorcke% there, you will see that little packet 
which I have left for you.” Mrs. Mack, advancing, 
r: ' . ■ took the money. I thought that- plaster of Paris figure 

^ emfcke in the room. 
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Pen * 1 * rfr*’’^ <linner. You must stay, 

vo^ «vil to Iier, will 

f-TeV Sat t! f f^“ “ *“ 

town tm? f at the other end of the 

to'iia, and that his brothers do somethang for him 

you w tlT -gWii: 

on af i t % T ” Clive worked 

if ^ Christmas Day, and was cleaning his palette 
and brushes, when Mrs. Mackenzie returned to S 

0, «7p delicate, but Doctor 

/T^ very same 

S tlxe charming young Duchess 

On this I cut into the conversation with anecdotes 
concMning the family of the Duchess of Clackman- 
nanshire rememberiug early days, when it used to be 

S^tlf ‘iii ® '? Campaigner with anecdotes 

1. tilt aiistociacji about whose proceedings slia still 

mmntained a laudable curiosity. Indeed, one of the 
^w books escaped out of the wreck of Tyburn 
Dardens was a Peerage, now a well-worn volume 
much read by Eosa and her mother. ' 

The anecdotes were very politely received — per- 
haps It was the season which made Mrs. Mack and 
Mr son-m-law on more than ordinarily good terms. 
When, turning to the Campaigner, Clive said he wished 
that she could persuade me to stay to dinner, she ac- 

proposal, and 

vow^ that her daughter would be delighted if I eould 
condescend to eat their feaifo fkre. “It is not such a 

The Mmeomes* IK. oi 
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dinner as jon have seen at her house j with six side 
dishes 5 two ianks, that splendid eper^ne, and the 
silver dishes top and bottom; hnt such as my Eosa 
has she offers with a willing hearts cries the Campaigner. 

‘‘And Tom may sit to dinner ^ mayn’t he, grand- 
mamma?” asks Clive, in a htzmhle voice. 

“0, if yon wish it, Sir.” 

“His grandfather will like to sit hy him,” said 
Clive. “I will go out and meet him; he comes through 
Guilford Street, and Bussell S<juare,” says Clive. “Will 
you walk, Pen?” 

“0, pray don’t let %s detain you,” says Mrs. Mae- 
kenae,’ with a toss of her head: and when she retreated 
Olive 'whispered-, that she would not want me; for she 
ioVked to the roasting of the beef and the making of the 
pudding and the mlnee-pie. 

^ “I thought she might have a finger in it,” I said;, 
and we set forth to meet the dear old father, who pre- 
sently came, walking very slowly, along the line by 
which we expected Mm. His stick, trembled as it, fell 
on the pavement: so did his voice, as he called out 
Clive’s name:' so 'did his hand, as he stretched it to 
me. , His body, was bent, and feeble. Twenty years 
had not weakened Mm so much as the last score of 
months. I walked by the side of my two friends as 
they went onwards, linked lovingly together. How I 
longed for the morrow, and hoped they might be united 
pace more! Thomas Kewcome’s voice, once so grave, 
went up to a^treMe, and became almost childish, as 
he asked , after' Boy, His white hair hung over Ms 
eollatp I could see it by the gas under which 'we 
, vrMked ~ and' Clive’s great, back and* arm, as Ms 
; faft® leaped oh It,, and his brave face turned towards the 
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c)M maiL 0 Barnes Xewcome j Barnes K’ewcome I Be an 
lionest man for onee^ and iielp year kinsfolk! tlionglit L 
Tlic Christmas meal went o:ff in a frieiKlIy manner 
anougk The Campaigner’s eyes were erery where: it 
was evident that the little maid who served the dinneri 
and had cooked a poxtioa of it under their keen super- 
vision, cowered under them, as well as -otlier folks. 
Mrs, Mack did not make more than ten ' allusions to 
former splendours during the entertainment, or half as 
many apologies to me for sitting dawn to a table very 
different from that to which I was accustmmd. Good, 
faithful P . Bajham was the only other guest. He com- 
plimented the mince-pies, so that Mrs. Mackenzie owned 
she had made them. The Colonel was very silent, but 
he tried to feed Boy, and was only once or twice 
sternly corrected by the Campaigner, Boy, in the best 
little words he could muster, asked why grandpapa 
wore a black cloak? Clive nudged my foot under the 
table. The secret of the Poor Brothership was very 
nearly out The Colonel blushed, and with great presence 
of mind said he wore a cloak to keep him warm in winter. 

Eosey did not say much. She had grown loan and 
languid: the light of her eyes had gone out: all her 
pretty freshness had faded- She ate scarce anything, 
though her mother pressed her eagerly, and whispered 
loudly that a woman in her situation ought to strengthen 
herself* Poor Eosey was always in a situation. 

When the tdoth was withdrawn, the Colonel • bend- 
ing his head said “Thank God for what, we have re- 
ceived,” so reverently, with an accent so touching, 
that Pred Bayham’s big eyes as he .'turned towards the 
old man filled up mth tears. When his mother and 
grandmother rose to go away, poor little Boy cried to 
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stay longer, and tlie Colonel \ronld liave meekly inter- 
posed, but tbe domineering Campaigner cried ‘‘Non- 
sense, let him go to' bed!” and flounced him out of the 
room: and nobody appealed against that sentence. 
Then we three remained, and strove to talk as cheer- 
fully as we might, speaking now of old times, and 
presently of new. Without the slightest affectation, 
Thomas Newcome told us that his life was comfortable, 
and that he was happy in it. He wished that many 
others of the old gentlemen, he said, were as contented 
as himself, but some of them grumbled sadly, he 
owned, and quarrelled with their bread and butter. 
He, for his part, had everything he could desire: all 
the officers of the Establishment were most kind to 
him*, an excellent physician came to him when wanted; 
a ’most attentive woman waited on him. “And if I 
wear a black gown,*’ said he, “is not that uniform as 
good as another; and if we have to go to church every day, 
at which some of the Poor Brothers grumble, I think 
an old fellow can’t do better; and I can say my prayers 
with a thankful heart, Ciivey my boy, and should be 
quite happy but for my — for my past imprudence, 
God forgive me. Think" of Bayham here coming to 
our chapel to-day! — he often comes — that was very 
right, Sir — very right.” 

Clive, filling a glass of wine, looked at F. B. with 
eyes that said God bless you. F. B. gulped down 
another bumper. “It is almost a merry Christmas,” 
said I; “and O, I hope it will be a happy New Year!” 

Shortly after nine o’clock the Colonel rose to de- 
part, saying he must he “in barracks” by ten; and 
Clive and F. B. went a part of the way with him. 
I would have followed them, but Clive whispered me 
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^^God bless , J011 ^ for , a noble creature ^ my dear, 
dear Miss K■eweome!'^ was all I conlcl say. 

doing wbat is rigbt? Oiiglit I not to do it? 
I am tbe eldest of our family after Barnes : I am tie 
'licliest after, bim. Our father left all Ms younger 
children the very sum of money which Mrs. Hewcome 
here deTises to Clivej and you know, besides, I have 
all my grandmother’s, Lady Kew’s property. Why, 
I don’t think I could sleep if this act of justice were 
not done. Will you come with me to my lawyer’s? 
He and my brother Barnes are trustees of my px*0“ 
perty5 and I have been tMnking, dear Mr, Bendennis 
-’.and you are very good to be so kind, and to ex- 
press so kind; an opinion of me, and you and Laura 
h^ye always^,. always been the best friends to me — 
(she says this, taking one of my hands and placing 
her other hand over it) — I have been thinking, you 
know , that this transfer had better be made through 
Mr. Luce, you understand, and as coming from the 
and then I need not appear in it at all, you 
see; and — and mj dear good uncle’s pride^ need not 
be wounded.’^ ,-._She fairly gave way' to tears as she 
spoke and for me, I longed to kiss the hem of her 
robe, or anything else she would let me embrace, I 
was so happy, and, so touched by the simple demeanour' 
and afection of the nohle young lady. 

Dear Hthel/’.I said, “did I not say I would go 
to the end of the world with you — and won’t I eo to 
.Lincoln’s Inn?” / 

^ A, cab was straightway sent for, and. in another 
halfth.our we were in the presence of the courtly little 
■ 0 } 4 ;Mr* Luce, in Ms chambers in- Lincoln’s Inn Fields. 

BteLnew the -late Mrs.- Mewcome’s handwriting at ‘ 
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once. He rememl)ered Imviiig seen the little boy at 
tiie Hermitage, liaci talked with Mr, Hewcome regard- 
ing Ms son in India, and had e'ren encouraged .Mrs, 
Hewcoine in her idea of leaTing 'some token o,f good 
will to the latter, “i^as to ha%’^e dined with your 
grandmamma on the Saturday, with my poor wife* 
Why 5 bless my soiili I remember the circumstance 
perfectly well, my dear young lady. There can’t be 
a doubt about the letter, but of course the bequest is 
no bequest at ail, and Colonel Kewmome has behaved 
so ill to your brother that I suppose Sir Barnes will 
not go out of his way to beneht the Colonel/’ 

‘^Wliat would you do, Mr. Luce?” asks the young 
lady. ■ 

‘Tim! And pray w^hy should I tell you wh^ I 
should do under the circumstances?” replied the little 
lawyer, ‘‘Upon mj word, Miss iN'eweoine, I think I 
should leave matters as they stand. Sir Barnes and 
I, you are aw^are, are not the very best of friends — 
as ^mur father’s, your grandmother’s old Mend and 
adviser, and your own too, my .'dear .young lady, I 
and Sir Barnes Heweome remain on civil terms. But 
neither is over much pleased -with the other, to say 
'the truth; and, at any rate, I cannot be accused — 
nor can any one else that I know of — of being a 
very w^arm partisan of your brother’s. But candidly, 
were his case mine — had I a relation who had called 
me unpleasant names, and threatened me I don’t know 
with what, with sword and pistol — wiio had put me 
to hve or six thousa«id pounds’ expense in contesting 
an 'election which I had lost, — I should give him, 
I think, no more .than the law obliged me to give Mm; 
and that, my dear Miss Mewcome, is not one farthing*” 
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“I am Teiy glad you say so,” said Miss Fewcome^ 
rather to mj astomshment. 

course, my dear young lady; and so yon need 
not be alarmed at showing your brother this document. 
Is not that the point about which yon came to consult 
me? Yon wished that I should prepare him for the 
awful disclosure, did you not? You know, perhaps, 
that he does not like to part with Ms money, and 
thought the appearance of this note to me might agitate 
him? It has been a long time coming to its address, 
but nothing can be done, don’t you see? and be sure 
Sir Barnes Feweome will not be the least agitated 
when I tell him Its contents?’ 

“I mean,'! am wary glad you think my brother is 
not "Called upon to obey Mrs. Fewcome’s wdshes, be- 
cause I need not think so hardly of Iiim as I was 
disposed to do,” Miss Fewcome said. showed Mm 
the paper this morning, and he repelled it with scorn;, 
.and not kind, words., passed, between .us,.. Mr., Luce,, and , 
unkind thoughts remained in. my mind. But if he you. 
think is justified,'' I who have been in the wrong, 
for saying, tlmt;te';-vr,as self — for upbraiding Mm as- 
I own I did?’'^ • 

^^You called Mm ■ selfish !■ — You had words with^ 
Mm! Such things 'have happened before, my dear Miss 
Fewcome, in the best regulated families,” 

if he is. not wrong, Sir, holding Ms opinions, 
surely I should be wrong, Sir, vdth mine,' not to dO' 
as mj conscience tells me; and having found this paper 
only yesterday at Fewcome, in fee library there, in. 
one of my grandmother’s books, I consulted with this 
gentleman, the husband of my dearest friend, Mrs. 
Pendennis — the most intimate friend of my uncle 
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and cousin Clive; and I wisli, and I desire, and insist, 
that mj share of what mj poor father left ns girls 
should he given to mj cousin, Mr. Clive iN'CW’COHie, in 
accordance with my grand-mother’s dying wishes.” 

“My dear, you gave away your portion to your 
brothers and sisters ever so long ago!” cried the lawyer* 
“I desire, Sir, that six thousand pounds may^he 
given to my cousin,” Miss Newcome said, blushing 
deeply. “My dear uncle, the best man in the world, 
Whom I love with all my heart, Sir, is in the most 
dreadful poverty. Do you know where he is, Sir? 
My dear, kind, generous uncle!” — and, kindling as 
she spoke, and with eyes beaming a bright kindness, 
and hushing cheeks, and a voice that thrilled to the 
heart of those two who heard her, Miss Newcome went 
on to tell of her uncle’s and cousin’s misfortunes, and 
of her wish, under God, to relieve them* I see before me 
now the figure of the noble girl as she speaks ; the pleased 
little old lawyer , bobbing his white head, looking up at 
her with his twinkling eyes — patting Ms knees patting 
his snuff-box — as he sits before his tapes and his deeds, 
surrounded by a great back-ground of tin boxes. ^ 

“And I understand you want this money paid as 
coming from the family, and not from Miss Newcome?” 

“Coming from the family — exactly — a^ers 
Miss Neweome. 

Mr. Luce rose up from his old chair — his worn- 
out old horse-hair chair — where he had sat for half 
a century, and listened to many a ^speaker, very 
different from this one. Pendennis,” he said, i 

envy you your journey along with this young lady. 
I envy you the good news you are going to carry to 
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jom friends — and, Miss ISfewcome, as I am an old 
old gentleman who have known your family these 
‘ sixty yeiars', and saw your father in Ms long-elothes, 

may I tell •yon 'how heartily and sincerely I — I love 
and respect yon, my dear? When should yon wish 
Mr. Clive Newcome to have his legacy?” 

“I think I should like Mr. Pendennis to have it 
this instant, Mr. Luce, please ” said the yonng lady 

and her veil dropped over her face as she hent 

her head down, and clasped her hands together for a 
moment, as if she was praying. 

Mr. Luce laughed at her impetuosity; hut said that 
if she was hent upon having the money, it was at her 
ji; ■ instant service; and, before we left the room, Mr. Luce 

I \ ^ |repared a letter, addressed to Clive Mewcome, Esquire, 

ih which he stated, that amongst the books of the late 
Mrs. Newcome a paper had only just been found, of 
which a copy was enclosed, and that the family of the 
late Sir Brian Newcome, desirons to do honour to the 
wishes of the late Mrs. Newcome, had placed the sum 
of ^6,000 at the bank of Messrs. H. W— , at the disposal 
of Mr, Clive Newcome, of whom k£r. Luce had the honour 
to sign himself the most obedient servant &c. ^ And, 
the letter approved and copied, Mr. Luce said Mr. 
Pendennis might be the postman thereof, if Miss New- 
comA so willed it: and, with this document in my 
pocket, I quitted the lawyer’s chambers, with my good 
and beautiful young companion. 

Our cab had been waiting several hours in Lin- 
coln’s Inn Fields, and I asked Miss Ethel whither I 
now should conduct her? 

“Where is Grey Friars?” she sMd. ‘‘Mayn’t I go 
to see my uncle?” 
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CHAPTER XXV. ISi 

li 

la which oia friends come together. ' 

We made the descent of Snowhill, we passed by 
the miry pens of Smithfield; we travel through the | 

street of St. John, and presently reach the ancient | 

‘ gateway, in Cistercian Square, where lies the old | 

Hospital of Grey Friars. I passed through the gate, 
my fair young companion on my arm, and made my j 

way to the rooms occupied by Brother Xewcome. ! 

As we traversed the court the Poor Brothers were 
coming from dinner, A couple of score, or more, .'of 
old gentlemen in black gowns, issued from the doot of 
their refectory, and separated over the court, betaking 
themselves to their chambers. Ethel’s arm trembled 
under mine as she looked at one and another, ex- 
pecting to behold her dear uncle’s familiar features. 

But he was not among the brethren. ’We went to his 
chamber, of which the door was open: a female attend- 
ant was arranging the room; she told us Colonel 
Newcome was out for the day , and thus our journey 

had been made in vain. - . 

Ethel went round the apartment and surveyed its 
simple decorations; she looked at the pictures of Clive 
and his boy; the two sabres crossed over the mantel- 
piece, the Bible laid on the table, by the old latticed 
window. She walkedP slowly up to the humble bed, 
and sat down on a chair near it. No doubt her heart 
prayed for him who slept there; she turned round 
where his black Pensioner’s cloak was hanging on the 
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and lifted up the iiomelj garment, and kissed it 
The servant looked on admiring, I should think, her 
melancholy and her gracious beauty. I whispered to 
the woman that the young lady was the Goloners 
niece. ‘‘He has a son who comes here, and is very 
handsome, too,” said the attendant. 

The two women spoke together for a while. “0 
Mss!” cried the elder and humbler, evidently astonished 
at some gratuity which Miss Newcome bestowed upon 
her , I didn t want this to be good to him. Every- 
body here loves him for himself; and I would sit up 
for him for weeks — that I woulk” 

My companion took a pencil from her bag, and 
wrote “Ethel” on a piece of paper, and laid the 
paper on the Bible. Darkness had again fallen by 
this time; feeble lights were twinkling in the chamber- 
mndows of the Poor Brethren, as we issued into the 
courts; feeble lights illumining a dim, grey, melan- 
choly,^ old scene. Many a career, once bright, was 
fiickering out here in the darkness; many a night was 
closing in. We went away silently from that quiet 
place; and in another minute were in the flare and din 
and tumult of London. 

^ “The Colonel is most likely gone to Clive’s,” I 
said. Would not Miss Hewcome follow Mm thither? 
We consulted whether she should go. She took heart, 
and said yes, “Drive, cabman, to Howland Street!” 
The horse was, no doubt, tired, for the journey seem- 
ed extraordinarily long: I think neither of us spoke a 
word on the way. 

^ I ran upstairs to prepare our friends for the visit, 
wife, Ms father, and his mother-in-law, were 
seated by a dim light in Mrs. Olive’s sitting-room. 
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Eosey on tlie sofaj as usual; the little hoy on his 
grandfather’s knees. 

I hardly made a how to the ladies, so eager was I 
to communicate with Colonel Rewcome. ‘‘I have just 
been to your <][uarters, at Grey Friars, Sir,” said I. 

,4-;^hatvis.\*^ ■ 

‘‘You have been to the Hospital, Sir! You need 
not be ashamed to mention it, as Colonel Newcome is 
not ashamed to go there cried out the Campaigner. 

, “Pray speak in your own language , Ciive , unless 
there is something not fit for ladies to hear.” Clive 
was growling out to me in German that there had just 
been a terrible scene, his father having, a quarter of 
an hour previously, let slip the secret about Grey 
Friars. 

“Say at once, Clive!” the Campaigner cried, rising 
in her might, and extending a great strong arm over 
her helpless child, “that Colonel Hewcome owns that 
he has gone to live as a pauper in a hospital! Ho 
who has squandered his own money. He who has 
squandered my money. He who has squandered the 
money of that darling helpless child — Compose your- 
self, Eosey, my love! — has completed the disgrace 
of the family, by his present mean and unworthy — 
yes , I say mean and unworthy and degraded conduct. 
0, my child, my blessed child! to think that your hus- 
band’s father should have come to a workhouse P’ 
Whilst this maternal agony bursts -over her, Eosa, on 
the sofa, bleats and whimpers amongst the faded 
chintz cushions. ^ 

I took Clive’s hand, which was cast up to his head 
striking Ms forehead, with mad impotent rage, whilst 
this fiend of a woman lashed his good father. The 
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veins of iiis great fist were swollen, Ms whole boclj 
was throbbing and trembling with the helpless pain 
tinder tvMch he writhed. ‘‘Colonel Fewcome’s friends, 
Ma^am,” I. said,, “think very differently from yon; and 
that he is a better judge than you, or any one else, of 
his own honour. We all, w^ho loved him in his pros- 
; perity, love and respect him more than ever for the 

I , ^ manner in which he bears his misfortune. Bo you 

suppose that his noble friend, the Earl of H — , would 
I have counselled him to a step unworthy of a gentle- 

man; that the Piince de.Monteontour would applaud 
j Ms conduct as he does, if he did not think it ad- 

^ ^ mirable?” I can hardly say with what scorn I used 

1 1'! this argument, or what depth of contempt. I felt for 
|, the woman whom I knew it would influence. “And 

^ . atMhis minute,” I added, “I have come from visiting 

the Grey Friars with one of the Coioners relatives, 
I r whose love and respect for him is boundless; w^ho 
longs to be reconciled to him, and who is waiting be- 
low, eager to shake his hand, and embrace Clive’s 
•wife.” 

“Who is that?” says the Colonel, looking gently 
up, as he pats Boy’s head. 

“Wlio is it, Pen?” says Clive. I said in a low 
voice “Ethel;” and starting up and crying “Ethel! 
Ethel;” he ran from the room. 

Little Mrs. Bosa started up too on her sofa, 
clutching hold of the table-cover with her lean hand, 
and the two red spots on her cheeks burning more 
fiercely than ever. I could ^ee what passion was 
beating in that poor little heart. Heaven help us I 
what a resting-place had friends and parents prepared 
for it! 
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^^Miss Neweome, is it? Mj darling Eosa, get on 
your sliawll” cried the Campaigner, a grim smile 
ligMing ter face. 

is Etliel; Ethel is mj niece. I used to love 
her when she was ciiiite a little girl,” says the Colonel, 
patting Boy on the head; ‘‘and she is a very good, 
beautiful little child — a very good child.” The tor- 
ture had been too much for that kind old heart: there 
were times when Thomas ISTewcome passed beyond it. 
^What still maddened Clive, excited his father no 
more; the pain yonder woman inflicted, only felled 
and stupefied him. 

As the door opened, the little white-headed child 
trotted forward towards the visitor, and Ethel entered 
on Clive’s arm, who was as haggard and pale as 
death. Little Boy, looking up at the stately lady, 
still followed beside her, as she approached her uncle, 
who remained sitting, his head bent to the ground. 
His thoughts were elsewhere. Indeed he was follow- 
ing the child, and about to caress it again. 

“Here is a friend, father!” says Clive, laying a 
hand on the old man’s shoulder, “It is I, EtlieU 
uncle 1” the young lady said, taking his hand, and 
kneeling down between his knees, she flung her arms 
round him, and kissed him, and wept on his shoulder. 
His consciousness had quite returned ere an instant 
was over. He embraced her with the warmth of his 
old affection, uttering many brief words of love, kind- 
ness, and tenderness, such as men speak when strongly 

The little boy had come wondering up to the chair 
whist this embrace took place, and Olive’s tali figure 
bent over the three. Eosa’s eyes were not good to 
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look at, as ske stared at tlie group witli a gkastlv 

i smile. Mrs. Mackenzie surveyed tke scene in iiangkiy 
state, from behind the sofa cushions. She tried to take 
one of Bosa’s lean hot hands. The poor child tore it 
away, leaving her rings behind > her; lifted her hands 
‘ to her face*, and cried — cried as if her little heart 

; would break. Ab me! what a story was there; what 

an outburst of pent-up feeling! what a passion of 
pain! The ring had fallen to the ground; the little 
boy crept towards it, and picked it up, and came to-' 
"wards Ms mother, fixing on her his large wondering 
eyes. ‘‘Mamma crying. Mamma’s ring!” he said, 
holding up the circle of gold. With more feeling than 
i' I had ever seen her exhibit, she clasped the boy in 

i' her wasted arms. Great Heaven! what passion, 

jealousy, grief, despair, were tearing and trying all 
these hearts, that but for fate might have been happy ? 

Clive went round, and with the utmost sweetness 
and tenderness hanging round his child and wife, 
soothed her with words of consolation , that in truth I 
scarce heard, being ashamed almost of being present 
at this sudden scene. No one however took notice of 
the witnesses; and even Mrs. Mackenzie’s voice was 
silent for the moment. I daresay Clive’s words were 
incoherent; hut women have more presence of mind; 
and now Ethel with a noble grace which I cannot at- 
tempt to describe, going up to Eosa, seated herself by 
her, spoke of her long grief at the difierences between 
her dearest uncle and herself; of her early days, when 
he had been as a father to he?; of her wish, her hope 
that Eosa should love her as a sister; and of her 
belief that better days and happiness were in store for 
them all. And she spoke to the mother about her boy 
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SO beautiful and intelligent, and told ber bow sbe bad 
brought up her brother’s children, and hoped that tins 
one .too would call her aunt Ethel. She would not 
staj now, might she come again? Would Eosa come 
to her with her little boy? ^ Would he Mss her? He 
did so with a very good grace;, but when Ethel at 
parting embraced the child’s mother, Bosa’s face wore 
a smile ghastly to look at, and the lips that touched 
Ethel’s cheeks were quite white. 

‘‘I shall come and see you again to-morrow, uncle, 
may I not? I saw your room to-day, Sir, and your 
housekeeper 5 such a nice old lady, and your black 
gown. And you shall put it on to-morrow, and walk 
with me, and show me the beautiful old buildings of 
the old hospital. And I shall come and make tea for 
you, the housekeeper says I may. Will you co'me 
down with me to my carriage? No, Mr. Pendennis 
must come;” and she quitted the room, beckoning me 
after her. ^^You will speak to Clive now, won’t you,” 
she said, “and come to me this evening, and tell me 
-all before you go to bed?” I went back, anxious in 
truth to be the messenger of good tidings to my dear 
old' friends. 

Brief as my absence had been, Mrs. Mackenzie had 
taken advantage of that moment again to outrage Clive 
and his father, and to announce that Eosa might go 
to see this Miss Newcome, whom people respected be- 
cause she was rich, but whom she would never visit; 
no never! “An insolent, proud, impertinent thing! 
Does she take me for(,a housemaid?” Mrs. Mackenzie 
had inquired. “Am I dust to foe, trampled beneath 
her feet? Am I a dog that she can’t throw me a 
word?” Her arms were stretched out, and she was 
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making tMs inquiry as to ker own canine qualities as- 
I re-entered the room, and remembered tliat Ethel had 
never once addressed a single word to Mrs. Mackenzie- 
in the course of her visit. 

I affected not to perceive the incident, and pre- 
sently said that I wanted to speak to Clive in his 
studio. Knowing that I had brought my friend one 
or two commissions for drawings , Mrs. Mackenzie was 
civil to me, and did not object to our colloquies. 

‘^Will you come too, and smoke a i>ipe, Father?” 
says Clive. 

course your father intends to stay to dinner 
says the Campaigner, with a scornful toss of her head. 
Clive groaned out as we were on the stair, “that ha 
could not bear this much longer, by heavens he could 
not:” 

“Give the Colonel his pipe, Clive,” said I- “ISTow, 
Sir, down with you in the sitter’s chair, and smoke 
the sweetest cheroot you ever smoked in your life! 
My dear, dear old Clive! you need not bear with the 
Campaigner any longer; you may go to bed without 
this nightmare to-night if you like; you may have 
your father back under your roof again.” 

“My dear Arthur! I must he back at ten, Sir, 
back at ten, military time; drum beats; no — bell 
toils at ten, and gates close;” and he laughed and 
shook his old head. “Besides, I am to see a young 
lady, Sir; and she is coming to make tea for me, and 
I must speak to Mrs. Jones to have all things ready 
— all things ready;” and again the old man laughed 
as he spoke. 

His son looked at him and then at me with eyes 
full of sad meaning. “How do you mean, Arthur,” 
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Clive saidj ‘‘tliat lie can come and stay witli me, and 
that that woman can go?’* 

Then feeling in my pocket for Mr. Lnce’s letter, I 
grasped my dear Clive by the hand and bade him 
prepare for good news. I told him how providentially, 
two days since, Ethel, in the library at ISTeweome, 
looking into Orme’s History of India, a book which 
old Mrs. Newcome had been reading on the night of 
her death, had discovered a paper, of which the ac- 
' companying letter enclosed a copy, and I gave my 
friend the letter. 

He opened it, and read it through. I cannot say 
that I saw any particular expression of wonder in his 
countenance, for somehow, all the while Clive perused 
this document, I was looking at the Coioners ST?feet 
kind face. — it is Ethel’s doing,” said Clive, ‘in a 
hurried voice. There was no such letter.” 

‘‘Upon my honour,” I answered, “there was. We 
came up to London with it last night, a few hours 
after she had found it. We showed it to Sir Barnes 
ISTewcome, who — who could not disown it. We took 
it to Mr. Luce, who recognised it at once, who was 
old Mrs. ISfewcome’s man of business, and continues to 
be the family lawyer, and the family recognises the 
legacy and has paid it, and you may draw for it to- 
morrow, as you see. What a piece of good luck it is 
that it did not come before the B. B. C. time. That 
confounded Bundelcund Bank, would have swallowed 
up this, like all the rest” 

“Father! father! do you remember Orme’s History 
of India?” cries Clive. 


“Orme’s history! of course I do, I could repeat 
whole pages of it when I was a boy,” says the old 

22 * 
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man, and began forthwith. ‘‘^The two battalions ad- 
vanced against each other cannonading, until the 
French, coming to a hollow way, imagined that the 
English would not venture to pass it But Major 
Lawrence ordered the seapoys and artillery — the 
seapoys and artillery to halt and defend the convoy 
against the Morattoes’ — Morattoes Orme calls ’em. 
Ho ! ho ! I could repeat whole pages , Sir.” 

‘^It is the best hook that ever w''as written,” calls 
out Clive. The Colonel said he had not read it, but 
he was informed Mr. Mill’s was a very learned his- 
tory; he intended to read it. ‘‘Eh I there is plenty of 
time now ” said the good Colonel. “I have all day 
long at Grey Friars, — after chapel, you know. Do 
you know, Sir, when I was a hoy I used what they 
call" to tib out and run down to a public-house in 
Cistercian Lane — The Eed Cow, Sir, — and buy 
rum there? I was a terrible wild boy, Clivy. You 
wern’t so, Sir, thank Heaven. A terrible wild boy, 
and my poor father flogged me, though I think it was 
very hard on me. It wasn’t the pain, you know it 
wasn’t: the pain,, but . . . Here tears came into 
his eyes and he dropped his head on his hand, and 
the cigar from it fell on to the floor, burnt almost out, 
and scattering white ashes. 

Clive looked sadly at me. “He was often so at 
Boulogne, Arthur,” he whispered; “after a scene with 
that — that woman yonder, his head would go: he 
never replied to her taunts: he bore her mfernal 
cruelty without an unkind word 'r— 0 ! I can pay her 
hack, thank God I can pay her! But who shall pay 
her,” he said, trembling in every limb, “for what she 
has made that good man suffer?” 
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He turned to Ms father ^ who still sate lost in Ms 
meditations* ‘‘Yon need never go back to Grey Friars, 
father r’ he cried out. 

‘‘Not go back, Clivy? Must go back, boy, to 
say Adsum when my name is called ^ — - Newcoinel 
Adsiiml Hey! that is what we used to say — we 
used to say!” 

“You need not go back, except to pack your 
things, and return and live with me and Boy,” Clive 
continued, and he told Colonel Newcome rapidly the 
story of the legacy. The old man seemed hardly to 
comprehend it. When he did, the news scarcely elated 
him*, when Clive said, “they could now pay Mrs. 
Mackenzie,” the Colonel replied, “^uite right, q[uite 
right,” and added up the sum principal and intefest, 
in which they were indebted to her — he knew it 
well enough, the good old man. “Of course shall 
pay her, Clivy, when we can!” But in spite of what 
Clive had said he did not appear to understand the 
fact, that the debt to Mrs. Mackenzie was now actually 
to be paid. 

As we were talking, a knock came to the studio 
door, and that summons was followed by the entrance 
of the maid, who said to Clive, “If you please, Sir, 
Mrs. Mackenzie says, how long are you agoing to 
keep the dinner waiting?” 

“Come, father, come to dinner!” cries Clive, “and, 
Pen, you will come too, won’t you?” he added; “it 
may be the last time you dine in such pleasant com- 
pany. Come along*,” he whispered hurriedly, “I 
should like you to be there, it will keep her tongue 
quiet.” As we proceeded to the dining-room, I gave 
the Colonel my arm; and the good man prattled to 
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me sometliing about Mrs. Mackenzie baying taken 
shares in the Eundeieimd Banking Company, and 
about her not being a woman of business , and fancy- 
ing we bad spent her money. “And I bave always 
felt a wdsb that Cliyy should pay her, and he will 
pay her, I know he will,” says the Colonel, “and then 
w’e shall lead a quiet life, Arthur; for, bet^yeen our- 
selves, some women are the deuce when they are 
angry, Sir.” And again he laughed, as he told me 
this sly news, and he bowed meekly his gentle old 
head as we entered the dining-room. 

That apartment was occupied by little Boy already 
seated in his high chair, and by the Campaigner 
only, who stood at the mantel-piece in a majestic 
attitude. On parting with her, before we adjourned 
to Olive’s studio, I had made my how and taken my 
leave in form, not supposing that I was about to 
enjoy her hospitality yet once again. My return did 
not seem to please her. “Does Mr. Pendennis favour 
us with his company to dinner again, Clive?” she 
said, turning to her son-in-iaw. Clive curtly said, 
Yes, he had asked Mr. Pendennis to stay. 

“You might at least have been so Imd as to give 
me notice,” says the Campaigner, still majestic, but 
ironical. “You will have but a poor meal, Mr. Pen- 
dennis j and one such as I am not accustomed to give 
my guests.” 

“Cold beef! what the deuce does it matter?” says 
Clive, beginning to carve tbe joint, which, hot, had 
served our yesterday’s Christmas 'stable. 

“It does matter, Sir! I am not accustomed to 
treat my guests in this way. Maria! who has been 
cutting that beef? Three pounds of that beef have 
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been cut away since one o’clock to-day ” and with 
.flashing eyes, and a finger twinkling 'all over with 
rings, she pointed towards the guilty joint. 

Whether Maria had been dispensing secret chari- 
ties, or kept company with an occult policeman, 
partial to roast beef, I do not know; but she looked 
very much alarmed , and said , Indeed , and in- 
deed, Mum, she had not touched a morsel of it! - 
not she. 

‘‘Confound the beef!” says Clive, carving on. 

“She has been cutting it!” cries the Campaigner, 
bringing her fist down with a thump upon the table. 
“Mr. Pendennis! you saw the beef yesterday; eigh- 
teen pounds it weighed, and this is what comes up 
of it! As if there was not abeady ruin enough in the 

house!” . / 

— XI the beef!” cries out Clive. 

“No! no! Thank God for our good dinner! Bene- 
xlicti Benedicamus, Clivy, my boy,” says the Colonel, 
in a tremulous voice. 

“Swear on, Sir! let the child hear your oaths! Pet 
my blessed child, who is too ill to sit at table aiid 
picks her bit of sweetbread on her sofa, - wbieb her 
poor motber prepares for her, BIr. Pendennis, wbieli 
I cooked it, and gave it to her with ifcse hands, — 
let her bear your curses and blasphemies, Clivg Bvew- 
eome! They are loud enough.” _ 

“Do let us have a quiet life,” groans out Ouve, 
and for me, I confess, I kept my eyes steadily down 
upon my plate, nor dared to lift them, until my por 
tion of cold beef bad vanished. 

No farther outbreak took place, until the ap- 
pearance of the second course; which consisted, as 
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tlie iBgeiiioHS reader may suppose j of the plum- 
p-adding, now in a grilled state, and tlie remanent 
mince-pies foom yesterday’s meal. Maria, I tlionglit, 
looked particularly guilty, as tliese delicacies were 
placed on the table:, slie set them down hastily, and 
was for operating an instant retreat. 

But the Campaigner shrieked after her, ‘^Who has 
eaten that pudding? I insist upon knowing who has 
eaten it. I saw it at two o’clock when I went down 
to the kitchen and fried a bit for my darling child, 
and there’s pounds of it gone since then! There were 
five mince-pies I Mr. Pendennis! you saw yourself there 
were five went away from table yesterday — where ’s 
th^ other two, Maria? You leave the house this night, 
you. thieving, wicked wretch — and I’ll thank you to 
come back to me afterwards for a character. Thirteen 
servants have we had in nine months, Mr. Pendennis, 
and this girl is the worst of them all, and the greatest 
liar and the greatest thief.” 

At this charge the outraged Maria stood up in 
arms, and as the phrase is, gave the Campaigner as 
good as she got. Go! wouldn’t she go? Pay her her 
wages, and let her go out of that ell upon hearth, 
was Maria’s prayer. ‘Tt isn’t you, Sir,” she said, 
turning to Clive. “ You are good enough, and works 
hard enough to git the guineas which you give out to 
pay that Doctor; and she do7i't pay him — and I see 
five of them in her purse wrapped up in paper, myself 
I did, and she abuses you to him — and I heard her, 
and Jane Black, who was here before, told me she 
heard her. Go! won’t I just go, I dispises your 
puddens and pies and with a laugh of scorn thi^ 
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Tilde Maria snapped lier black fingers in the immediate 
Ticinity of tbe Campaigner’s nose. 

will pay ber lier wages, and sbe shall go this 
instant!” says Mrs. Mackenzie, taking ber purse out. 

^‘Pay me with tbem suvverings that you'bave got 
in it, wrapped up in paper. See if sbe haven’t, Mr*. 
Newcome,” the refractory waiting -woman cried out, 
and again sbe laughed a strident laugh. 

Mrs. Mackenzie briskly shut her porte-monnaie, and 
* rose up from table, quivering with indignant virtue* 
she exclaimed, “go and pack your trunks this 
instant! you quit the house this night, and a police- 
man shall see to your boxes before you leave it!” 

Whilst uttering this sentence against the guilty 
Maria, the Campaigner had intended, no doubt, to 
place her purse in her pocket, — ^ a handsome filagree 
gimcraek of poor E-osa’s, one of the relics of former 
splendours, — but, agitated by Maria’s insolence, the 
trembling hand missed the mark, and the purse fell to 
the ground. 

Maria dashed at the purse in a moment, with a 
scream of laughter shook its contents upon the table, 
and sure enough, five little packets wrapped in paper 
rolled out upon the cloth, besides bank notes and 
silver and golden coin, “I’m to go? am I? I’m a 
thief, am I?” screamed the girl, clapping her hands. 

sor ’em yesterday when I was a lacing of her; and 
thought of that pore young man working night and 
day to get the money; — me a thief, indeed! — * I 
despise you, and I giv.e you warning.” ^ 

“Do you wish to see me any longer insulted by this 
woman, Clive? Mr. Pendennis, I am shocked that you 
should witness such horrible vulgarity cries the Cam- 
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paigner, turning to her guest. ^‘Does tlie wretched crea- 
ture suppose that I, I who have given thousands^ I who 
have denied my everything ^ I who have spent my all 
in support of this house; and Colonel New come knoivs 
whether I have given thousands or not, and tvlio has 
spent them, and who has been robbed, I say, and...^^ 

“Here! you! Maria! go about your business,’’ 
shouted out Clive Newcome, starting up: “go and 
pack your trunks if you like, and pack this woman’s 
trunks too. Mrs, Mackenzie, I can bear you no more; 
go in peace, and if you wish to see your daughter she 
shall come to you; but I will never, so help me Cod! 
sleep under the same roof with you; or break the same 
crust with you; or hear your infernal cruelty; or sit to 
hear my father insulted; or listen to your wicked pride 
and folly more. There has not been a day since you 
thrust your cursed foot into our wretched house, but 
you have tortured one and all of us. Look here, at 
the best gentleman, and the kindest heart in all the 
world, you fiend! and see to what a condition you 
have brought him! Dearest father! she is going, do 
you hear? She leaves us, and you will come back to 
me, won’t you? Great God, woman,” he gasped out, 
“do you know what you have made me suffer ■— what 
you have done to this good man? Pardon, father, 
pardon,” and he sank down by his father’s side, sob- 
bing with passionate emotion. The old man even now 
did not seem to comprehend the scene. When he 
heard that woman’s voice in anger, a sort of stupor 
came over him. 

“I am a fiend^ am I?” cries the lady, “You hear, 
Mr. Pendennis, this is the language to which I am 
accustomed; ,! am a widow, and I trusted my child 
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and mj all to tliat old man; lie robbed me and my 
darling of almost every fartMng we bad; and wbafe 
bas been mj return for siicb baseness? I have lived 
in this bouse and toiled like a slave; I have acted as 
servant to my blessed cbiid; nigbt after nigbt I have 
sat witb ber; and month after month, when her hus-- 
hand has been away, I have nursed that poor in- 
nocent; and the father having robbed me, the son 
turns me out of doors!’’ 

' A sad tiling it was to witness, and a painful proof 
how frequent were these battles, that, as this one 
raged, the poor little boy sat almost careless, whilst 
his bewildered grandfather stroked his golden head. 

is quite clear to me, Madam,” I said, turning to 
Mrs. Mackenzie, “that you and your son-in-law are 
better apart; and I came to tell him to-day of a most 
fortunate legacy, which has just been left to him, 
and which will enable him to pay you to-morrow 
morning every shilling, every shilling which he does - 
ijOT owe you.” 

“I will not leave this house until I am paid every 
shilling of which I have been robbed,” hissed out 
Mrs. Mackenzie; and she sat down folding her arms 
across her chest. 

“I am sorry,” groaned out Clive, wiping the sweat 
off his brow, “I used a harsh word; I will never sleep 
under the same roof with you. To-morrow I will pay 
you what you claim; and the best chance I have of 
forgiving you the evil which you have done me, is 
that we never should meet again. Will you give me 
a bed at your house, Arthur? Father, will you come 
out and walk? Good night, Mrs. Mackenzie; Pen- 
dennis will settle with you in the morning. You will 
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, ; mot be here, if jom please, wbem I return 5 and so God 

forgive you, and farewelL’^ 

Mrs* Mackenzie in a tragic manner daslied aside 
. tlie band wMcb poor Clive held out to ber, and 

disappeared from the scene of tbis dismal dinner. 
Boy presently fell a crying: in spite of all the battle 
; and fury, there was sleep in Ms eyes. 

^ Maria is too busy, I suppose, to put bim to bed,” 
0 said Clive, with a sad smile; “shall we do it, father? 

y| Come Tommy, my son!” and he folded his arms round' 

III child, and walked with him to the upper regions. 

The old man’s eyes lighted up; his scared thoughts 
I'i ‘ returned to him; he followed his two cMidren up the 
II' ’ ’ stairs, and saw-Ms pandson in his little bed; and, as 

walked home with him, he told me how sweetly 
Boy said Our Father, and prayed God bless all those 
who loved him, as they laid him to rest 
^ So these three generations had joined in that sup- 
-plication: the strong man, humbled by trial and grief, 
whose loyal heart was yet full of love; — the child, 
of the sweet age of those little ones whom the Blessed 
Speaker of the prayer first bade to come unto Him; — 
and the old man, whose heart was well nigh as tender 
and as innocent; and whose day was approaching, 
when he should be drawn to the bosom of the Eternal 
Pity^ 


1 


THS HEWCOMES. 


349 . 



tliat snpeiior power. In the forenoon of the day 
following that unlucky dinner, I went with my friend 
to the banking-house, whither Mr. Luce’s letter 
directed us, and carried away with me the principal 
sum, in which the Campaigner said Colonel NewconW 
was indebted to her, with the interest accurately 
computed and reimbursed. Clive went off with a 
pocket full of money to the dear old Poor Brother, 
of Grey Friars; and he promised to return with his 
father, and dine with my wife in Queen Scpare. I had 
received a letter from Laura by the morning’s post, 
announcing her return by the express-train from New- 
come, and desiring that a spare bed-room should be 
got ready for a friend wdio accompanied her. 

On reaching Howland Street, Clive’s door, was 
opened, rather to my surprise, by the rebellious maid- 
servant who had received her dismissal on the previous 
night; and the Doctor’s carriage drove up as she was 
still speaking to me. •» The polite practitioner sped 
up-stairs to Mrs. Newcome’s apartment. Mrs. Macken- 
zie, in a robe-de-chambre and cap very different from 
yesterday’s, came out eagerly to meet the physician 
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. on tbe landing. Ere they Lad been a quarter of an 

bonr together, arrived a cab, which discharged an 
, elderly person, with her band-box and bundles; I had 

; no difficulty in recognising a professional nurse in the 

new coiner. She, too, disappeared into the sickroom, 
!. and left me sitting in the neighbouring chamber, the 

, scene of the last night’s quarrel, 

i;. ^ Hither presentiy came to me Maria, the maid. She 

' iiot the heart to go away now she was 

.'I'.; wanted; that they had passed a sad night, and that 

If “0 oiie Iiad been to bed. Master Tommy was below, 

and the landlady taking care of him: the landlord had 
• gone out for the nurse. Mrs. Clive had been taken 

|i bad after Mr. Clive went away the night before. Mrs. 

|,ij Mackenzie had gone to the poor young thing, and 

|| there she went on, crying, and screaming, and stamp- 

1'1 used to do in her tantrums, which was 

|| ' most cruel of her, and made Mrs. Clive so ill. And 

II' 'P>^esently the young lady began: my informant told 

''■* me. She came screaming into the sitting-room, her 

hair over her shoulders, calling out she was deserted, 
deserted, and would like to die. She was like a mad 
woman for some time. She had fit after fit of hys- 
terics : and there was her mother, kneeling, and crying, 
and calling out to her darling child to calm her- 
self; . which it was all her own doing, and she had 
much better have held her own tongue, remarked the 
r^olute Maria. I understood only too well from the 
girl’s account what had happened, and that Clive, if 
resolved to part with his mother-in-law, should not 
have left her, even for twelve hours, in possession of 
his house. The wretched woman, whose Self was 
always predominant, and who, though she loved her 
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daxigliter, after lier own fasMon, never forgot Iier own 
vanity or passioHj had improved the occasion of Olivet 
absence: -worked -upon her child’s weakness, jealousy, 
ill health, and driven her, no donht, into the fever 
which yonder physician was called to quell. 

The Doctor presently enters to write a prescription, 
followed by Clive’s mother-in-law, who had cast Eosa’s 
fine Cashmere shawl over her shoulders, to hide her 
disarray. ‘^Yon here still, Mr. Pendennis!” she ex- 
" claims. She knew I was there. Had not she changed 
her dress in order to receive me? 

‘‘ I have to speak to yon for two minutes on important 
hnsiness, and tlien I shall go,” I replied gravely. 

“O Sir I to what a scene you have cornel To what 
a state has Clive’s conduct last night driven my dar- 

■■ 'v. 

As the odious woman spoke so, the Doctor’s keen 
eyes, looking up from the prescription, caught mine. 
‘‘I declare before Heaven, Madam,” I said hotly, -iU- 
believe you yourself are the cause of your daughter’s prc^ 
sent illness, as you have been of the misery of my friends.” 

‘‘Is this, Sir!” she was breaking out, ‘4s this 
language to he used to ...” 

“Madam, will you be silent?” I said, “I am come 
to bid you farewell on the part of those whom your 
temper has driven into infernal torture, I am come to 
pay you every halfpenny of the sum which my friends 
do not owe you, but which they restore. Here is the 
account, and here is the money to settle it. And I 
take this gentleman to witness, to whom, no doubt, 
you have imparted what you call your wrongs, (the 
Doctor smiled, and shrugged his shoulders) that now 
you are paid,” 
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widow — a poor, lonely, insulted widow 
cries the Campaigner, with trembling hands, taking 
possession of the notes, 

‘‘And I wish to know,” I continued, “when my friend’s 
house will be free to him , and he can return in peace.” 

. Here Eosa’s voice was heard from the inner apart- 
ment, screaming, “Mamma, mammal” 

“I go to my child, Sir,” she said; “If Captain 
Mackenzie had been alive, you would not have dared to 
insult me so.” And, carrying off her money, she left us. 

“Cannot she he got out of the house?” I said to 
the Doctor, “My friend will never return until she 
leaves it. It is my . belief she is the cause of her 
daughter’s present illness.” 

“Not altogether, my dear Sir. Mrs. Newcome was 
in *a very, very delicate state of health. Her mother 
is a lady of impetuous temper, who expresses herself 
very strongly — too strongly, I own. In consequence 
n&f-unpleasant family discussions, which no physician 
can prevent, Mrs. Newcome has been wrought up to 
,a state of — of agitation. Her fever is, in fact, at 
present very high. You know her condition. I am 
apprehensive of nlterior consequences. I have recom- 
mended an excellent and experienced nurse to her. 
Mr. Smith, the medical man at the comer, is a most 
able '^practitioner. I shall myself call again in a few 
hours, and I trust that, after the event which I ap- 
prehend, everything will go well.” 

“Caiinot Mrs. Mackenzie leave the house, Sir?” I 
asked* ' . , 

“Her daughter cries out for her at every moment. 
Mrs. Mackenzie is certainly not a judicious nurse, but 
:& ‘Mr#* Newcome’s .present state I cannot take upon 
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myself to separate tliem, Mr. Newcome m&j return^ 

■ and I do think and believe that his presence may tend 
to impose silence, and restore trainjuillity.” 

I bad to go back to Clive witb these gloomy 
tidings. The poor fellow must put up a bed in bi^ 
studio, and there await the issue of Ms wife’s illness. 

I saw Thomas Newcome could not sleep under his 
son’s roof that night. That dear meeting, which both 
so desired, was delayed, who could say for how long. 

“The Colonel may come to us,” I thought; “our 
old house is big enough.” I guessed who was the 
friend coming in my wife’s company; and pleased my- 
self by thinking that two friends so dear should meet 
in our home. Bent upon these plans, I repaired to 
Grey Friars, and to Thomas Newcome’s chamber thpre, 

Bajham opened the door when I knocked, , 'and 
eanie towards me with a finger on his lip, and a sad, 
sad countenance. He closed the door gently behind 
him, and led me into the court. “Clive is with^higi, 
and Miss iJ^ewcome. He is very ill. He does not 
know them,” said Bayham with a sob. “He calls out 
for both of them: they are sitting there, and he does 
not know them.” 

In a brief narrative, broken by more honest tears, 
Fred Bayham, as we paced up and down the court, 
told me what had happened. The old man must have 
passed a sleepless night, for on going to his chamber 
in the morning, his attendant found him dressed in his 
chair, and hi^ bed undisturbed. He must have sat all 
through the bitter ni|ht without a fire: hut his hands 
were burning hot, and he rambled in his talk. He 
spoke of some one coming to drink tea with him, 
pointed to the fire, and asked why it was not made; 

The Newcomer* IV* 
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lie would not go to bed, tbougb tbe nurse pressed bitn. 
The bell began to ring for morning chapel; he got up 
and went towards Ms gown, groping towards it as 
though he could hardly see, and put it oyer his slioul- 
"uers, and would go out, but he would have fallen in 
the court if the good nurse had not given Mm her arm; 
and the Physician of the hospital, passing fortunately 
at this moment, who had always been a great friend 
of Colonel Newcome’s, insisted upon leading him back 
to Ms room again and got Mm to bed. ‘‘When the 
bell stopped he wanted to rise once more; he fancied 
he was a boy at school again,” said tbe nurse, “and 
that he was going in to Dr. Eaine, who was school- 
master here ever so, many years ago.” So it was, that 
when happier days seemed to be dawning for the good 
mala, that reprieve came too late. Grief, and years, 
and humiliation, and care, and cruelty had been too 
strong for Mm, and Thomas Newcome was stricken 

Bay ham’s story told, I entered the room, over 
which the twilight was falling, and saw the figures 
of Clive and Ethel seated at each end of the bed. 
The poor old man within it was calling incoherent 
sentences. I had to call Clive from the present grief 
before Mm, with intelligence of further sickness await- 
ing him at home. Our poor patient did not heed what 
I said to his son. “You must go home to Eosa,” 
Ethel said. “She will be sure to ask for her husband, 
and forgiveness is best, dear Clive. I .yrill stay with 
uncle. I will never leave Mm. ^ Please God, he will 
be better in tbe morning when you come back.” So 
Clive’s duty called Mm to Ms own sad home ; and , the 
bearer of dismal tidings, I returned to mine. The fires 
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were lit there, and the table spread; and Hnd hearts 
were waiting to welcome the friend who iieTer more 
was to enter my door. 'A 

It' may be imagined that the intelligence whieh,.X----.^ 
brought alarmed and afflicted my wife, and Madame 
de Florae oiir guest. Laura immediately went away 
to Eosa’s house to offer her services if needed. The 
accounts which she brought thence were very bad: 

Clive came to her for a minute or two , hut Mrs. Mac- 
kenzie could not see her. Should she not bring the 
little hoy home to her children? Laura asked; and 
Clive thankfully accepted that offer. The little man 
slept in our nursery that night, and was at play with 
our young ones on the morrow — happy and uncon- 
scious of the fate impending over his home. I 

Tet two more days passed, and I had to take two 
advertisements to the Times newspaper on the part 
of poor Clive. Among the announcements of Birtli 2 p*iws 
printed, “On the 28th, in Howland Street, Mrs. Cliye 
Newcome of a son still-born.” And a little low'er, in 
the third division of the same column, appeared the 
words, “On the 29th, in Howland Street, aged 26, 

Eosa, wife of Clive Hewcome, So, one day, 

shall the names of all of us be written there; to be 
deplored by how many? — to be remembered how 
lojigP _ to occasion what tears, praises, sympathy, 
censure — yet for a day or two while the busy world 
has time to recollect us who have passed beyond it. 

So tbis poor little dower had bloomed for its little day, 
and pined, and withered, and perished. There was 
only one friend by Clive’s side following the humble 
procession which laid poor Eosa and her child out 
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of sight of a world that had been bnt iinkincl to her, 
h^'ot many tears were there to water her lonely little 
gi’aye, A grief that was akin to shame and remorse 
Juimbled him as he knelt over her. Poor little harm- 
less lady! no more childish triumphs and vanities, no 
more hidden griefs are you to enjoy or suffer; and 
earth closes over your simple pleasures and tears! 
The snow was falling and whitening the coffin as they 
lowered it into the ground. It was at the same ceme- 
tery in which Lady Kew was buried. I daresay the 
same clergyman read the same service over the two 
graves, as he will read it for you or any of us to- 
morrow, and until his own turn comes. Come away 
from the place, poor Clive! Come sit with your orphan 
little boy; and bear him on your knee, and hug him 
to your heart. He seems yours now, and all a father’s 
love may pour out upon him. Until this hour, Pate 
uncontrollable and homely tyranny had separated him 
f3W«5ryou. 

It was touching to see the eagerness and tender- 
ness with which the great strong man now assumed 
the guardianship of the child, and endowed him with 
his entire wealth of affection. The little boy now ran 
to Clive whenever he came in, and sat for hours nrat- 

J.1; r mr: t i 
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Clive, and the boj sometimes with him, used to go 
daily to Grey Friars, where the Colonel still lay ill* 
After some days, the fever, which had attacked him, 
left him; but left him so weak and enfeebled that he 
could only go from his bed to the chair by Ms 
side. The season was exceedingly bitter, the chamber 
wdiieh he inhabited was warm and spacious*, it w^as 
considered unadvisable to move him until he had 
attained greater strength, and till warmer weather. 
The medical men of the House hoped he might rally 
in spring. My friend, Dr. Goodenough, came to him*, 
lie hoped too: but not with a hopeful face, A chamber, 
luckily vacant, hard by the Coloners, was assigned to 
his friends, where we sate when we were too many 
for him. Besides his customary attendant, he had two 
dear and watchful nurses, who were almost always 
with him — Ethel and Madame de Florae, who had 
passed many a faithful year by an old man’s bedside; 
who would have come, as to a work of religiox^,^JP 
any sick couch, much more to this one, where he lay 
for whose life she would once gladly have given her own. 
But OUT Colonel, we all were obliged to acknow- 
ledge, was no more our friend of old days. He knew 
us again, and was good to every one round him, as 
Ms wont was; especially when Boy came, Ms old eyes 
lighted up with simple happiness, and, with^ eager 
trembling hands, he would seek under his bed-clothes, 
er the pockets of his dressing-gown, for toys or cakes, 
vrhich he had caused to be purchased for Ms grandson* 
There was a little laijghing, red-cheeked, white-headed 
gown-boy of the school, to whom the old man had 
taken a great fancy. One of the symptoms of his 
returning consciousness and recovery, as we hoped, 


358 the ne'vt&omes. 

^as bis calling for tMs cbild, wbo pleased onr friend 
by bis archness and merry ways; and wbo, to tbe old 
gentleman’s unfailing delight, used to call him ^'Codd 
GoIonaL” “Tell, little F — , that Oodd Colonel wants 
"To see himl” and tbe little gown-boy was brought to 
him; and the Colonel would listen to him for hours; 
and hear all about his lessons and his play; and 
prattle, almost as childishly, about Dr. Kaine, and his 
own early school-days* The boys of the school, it, 
must be said, had heard the noble old gentleman’s 
touching history, and had all got to know and love 
him* They came every day to hear news of him; sent 
Mm in books and papers to amuse him; and some 
benevolent young souls, — God’s blessing on all 
houest boys, say I, — painted theatiieal characters, 
and* sent them in to Codd Colonel’s grandson. The 
little fellow was made free of gown-boys, and once 
came thence to his. grandfather in a little gown which 
disj^hted the old man hugely. Boy said he would 
like to he a little gown-boy; and I make no doubt, 
when he is old enough, his father will get him that 
post, and put him under the tuition of my friend Dr. 

So, weeks passed away, during which our dear old 
friend still remained with us. His mind was gone at 
intervals, but would rally feebly; and with his con- 
sciousness returned his love, his simplicity, his sweet- 
ness* He would talk French with Madame de Florae, 
at which time, his memory appeared to awaken with 
surprising vividness, his cheek fcished, and he was a 
youth, again, — a youth all love and hope 
yStdeken: oH man, - with a beard as white, as snow 
noble careworn face* At such times he- 
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called Iier by lier Christian name of Ldonore; he ad- 
dressed courtly old words of regard and kindness to 
the aged lady; anon he wandered in his talk, and 
spoke to her as if they still were young. Kow, as in 
those early days, his heart was pure; no anger re- 
mained in it; no guile tainted it; only peace and good- 
will dwelt in it. 

Rosa’s death had seemed to shock him for a while 
when the unconscious little boy spoke of it Before 
’ that circumstance, Clive had even forebore to wear 
mourning, lest the news should agitate his father. The 
Colonel remained silent and was very much disturbed 
all that day, but he never appeared to comprehend the 
fact quite; and, once or twice afterwards, asked, Why 
she did not come to see Mm? She was prevented, he 
supposed, — she wms prevented, he said, with a look 
of terror : he never once otherwise alluded to that un- 
lucky t^rrant of his household, who had made his last 

The circumstance of Olive’s legacy he never under- 
stood:, but more than once spoke of Barnes to Bthel, 
and sent his compliments to him, and said he should 
like to shake him by the hand, Barnes Heweome 
never once offered to touch that honoured hand, though 
his sister bore her uncle’s message to him. They came 
often from Bryanstone Square ; Mrs. Hobson^ even 
offered to sit with the Colonel, and read to him, and 
brought Mm books for his improvement. But her pre- 
sence disturbed him; he cared not for her books; the 
two nurses whom he» loved faithfully watched him; 
and my wife and I w^ere admitted to Mm sometimes, 
both of whom he honoured with regard and recogni- | 

tioii. As for E. B., in order to be near his Colonel, 
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did not that good fellow take np liis lodging in Cister- 
cian Lane, at the Eed Cow? He is one whose errors, 
let ns hope, shall be pardoned, quia multum amaviL 
am sure he felt ten times more joy at hearing of 
Clive’s legacy, than ifthousands had been beq^iieathed to 
himself- May good health and good fortune speed him! 

The days went on, and onr hopes, raised some- 
times, began to flicker and fail. One evening the 
Colonel left his chair for his bed in pretty good spirits, 
but passed a disturbed night, and the next morning 
was too weak to rise. Then he remained in his bed, 
and bis friends visited him there. One afternoon he 
asked for his little gown-boy, and the child was brought 
to him,, and sate by the bed with a very awe-strieken 
faj{5e; and then gathered courage, and tried to amuse . 
liini by telling him how it was a half-holiday, and they 
were having a cricket match with the St. Peter’s boys 
in the green, and Grey Friars was in and winning. 

Colonel <juite understood about it; he would like 
to see the game; he had played many a game on that 
green when he was a boy. He grew excited; Clive 
dismissed his fjather’s little friend, and put a sovereign 
into his "hand; and away he ran to say that Codd 
Colonel had come into a fortune, and to buy tarts, 
and to see tbe match out. J, curre^ little white-haired 
gown-boy!, Heaven speed you, little friend. 

After tbe child had gone, Thomas Fewcome began 
to wander more and more. He talked louder; he gave 
. the word of command, spoke Hindostanee as if to his 
,r men. Then he spoke words in French rapidly, seizing 
'.’band ’■ that was near him, and crying, ‘‘Toujoursf^-, 
But It'' was Ethel’s 'hand which he took. 

’ Gliye 'andrthe nurse were in the room with ' 
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him 5 tlie latter came to ns %y1io were sitting in tlie ad- 
joining apartment;' Madame de Florae was there, with 
my. wife and Bayham. . ' ' ’ ■ ■ 

At the look in the womans countenance Madame^ ^ 
de Florae started up. “He is very bad, he wanders 
a great deal,'’ the nurse whispered. The French lad^^ 
fell instantly on her knees, and remained rigid in 

Some time afterwards Ethel came in with a seared 
’ face to our pale group. “He is calling for you again, 
dear lady,” she said, going up to Madame de Florae, 
who was still kneeling; “and just now he said he 
wanted Pendennis to take care of his boy. He will 
not know you.” She hid her tears as she spoke. 

She went into the room, where Clive was at tije 
bed’s foot; the old man within it talked on rapidly 
for awhile: then again he would sigh and be still: 
once more I heard him say hurriedly, “Take care of 
him when I’m in India;” and then with a heasrt*** 
rending voice he called out “Leonora, L^onorel” She 
was kneeling by his side now. The patient’s voice 
sank into faint murmurs; only a moan now and then 
announced that he was not asleep. 

At the usual evening hour the chapel bell began 
to toll, and Thomas Newcome’s hands outside the bed 
feebly beat a time. And just as the last bell struck, 
a peculiar sweet smile shone over his face, and he 
lifted up his head a little, and quickly said “Adsum!’ 
and fell back. It was the word we used at school, 
when names were call^; and lo, he, whose heart was 
as that of a little child, had answered to his name, 
and stood in the presence of The Master. 
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Two years, ago,' walking with my cMMren in some 
pleasant fields, near. to Berne in Switzerlancl, I strayed 
from them into a little wood; and, coming out of it 
.^presently, :told' them how the story had been revealed 
to .me somdhow,' which for three and twenty months 
the reader has .been pleased to follow. As I write the 
last line with a rather sad heart, Pendeiinis and Laura, 
and Ethel and Clive fade away into fahle-land. I 
hardly know whether they are not true: -whether they 
do not live near ns somewhere. They were alive, and 
I heard their voices, but five minutes since was touched 
hy their grief. And have we parted with them here 
on a snddm, and without so mnch as ,a shake of the 
hand:?';'''Is>yonder" line (— ) which I drew with niy'own 
p#!i a barrier between me and Hades as it were, across 
whicb I can see those figures retreating and only dimly 
. glimmering?- Brfore taking leave of Mr. Arthur Pen- 
dennis,. might 'be. not,' have told us whether Miss Ethel 
•*ns3rried anybody finally? It was provoking that he 
should retire to. the. shades without answering that 
sentimental question. 

,,,But''tho.ugh he- ha$- disappeared as irrevocably' as 
Eurydice,; these' minor -questions may settle the major 
; one 'abovei'-imeMidned. “ . Ho-w, could Pendennis -have 
got all that information about Ethel’s goings on at 
Baden; and mth Lord Hew, unless she had told some* 
//body' — husband, for instance, who, having made 
’’Pendbnms an early, confidant fin his amour, gave 'Mm 
; J^fihe whole ‘.story, ?■'■- CKve, Pendennis , writes expressly, 
-_fik"teyelMng' abroad with his wife. Who is that wi-fe? 
,v,';Sy,''a'most, monstrous; blunder, MiV Pendennis killed 
.;''';l4f^dy"^arihtosh’s\1n^ at one page and brought her 
;/llo-lne:agMn, at ’but'Eosey, who is so lately 
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consigned to Kensal Green, it is not surely with her 
tiiat Clive is travelling, for then , Mrs. 'Mackes de ivonkl 
probably be with them to a lite certainty, , and the 
tour would be by m means pleasant.’ ' How could 
Pendeimis have got all those private letters, &c., but 
that the Colonel kept them in a teak box, which Clive 
inherited and made over to his, friend? My belief then 
is, that in Fable-land somewhere Ethel and Clive are 
living most comfortably together: that she is immensely 
« fond of his little boy, and a great deal happier now 
than they would have been had they married at first, 
vrhen they took a liking to each other as young people. 
That picture of J. J.’s. of Mrs. Clive Newcome (in the 
Crystal Palace Exhibition iii Fable-land), is certainly 
not in the least like Eosey, who we read was fair; jjait 
it represents a tall, handsome','' 'dark ,lady5’''whe muBt 

Again, why did Pendennis introduce J. J. with 
such a flourish, giving us, as it were, an overture, and^ 
no piece to follow it? J. J.’s history, let me con- 
fidentially state, has been revealed to me too, and may 
be told some of these fine summer months,* or Christmas 
evenings, when the kind reader has leisure to hear. 

What about Sir Barnes Newcome ultimately? My 
impression is that he is married ^ain, and it is my 
fervent hope that his present wife bullies him. Mrs. 
Mackenzie cannot have the face to keep that money 
which Clive paid over to her, beyond her lifetime; 
and will certainly leave it and her savings to little 
Tommy. I should not be surprised if Madame de 
Montcontour left a smart legacy to the Pendennis’ 
children; and Lord Kew stood godfather in case — in 
case Mr. and Mrs. Clive wanted such an article. But 






have they my cMHren? I, for mj part., sIioeH like; 
lier best witbout, and entirely devoted to little Tommy. 
Bat for yon, dear friend, it is as yon like. You may 
settle yom* fable-land in your own fashion. Anything 
you Ifke happens in fable -land. Wicked folks die 
apropos (for instance, that death of Lady Kew was 
most artful, for if she had not died, don’t you see that 
Ethel would have married Lord Farintosh the next 
week?) — annoying folks are got out of the way; the 
poor are rewarded — the upstarts are set down in 
fable-land, — the frog bursts with wicked rage, the 
fox is caught in his ti’ap, the lamb is rescued from the 
wolf, and so forth, just in the nick of time. And the 
poet of fable -land rewards and punishes absolutely. 

splendidly deals out bags of sovereigns, which 
won’t buy anything; belabours wicked backs with awful 
blows, which do not hurt: endows heroines with pre- 
ternatural beauty, and creates heroes, who, if ugly 
sometimes, yet possess a thousand good qualities, and 
usually end by being immensely rich; makes the hero 
and heroine happy at last, and happy ever after. Ah, 
happy, harmless fable-land, where these things are! 
Friendly reader! may„you and the author meet there 
on some future .day! topes, so; as he yet keeps a 
lingering hold of your hand , :4nd bids you farewell 
with a Mn^^- heart* 




